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ADVERTISEMENT 


TO THE 


R. E AD E R 


HE Hint of this Play I had 
from * Shakeſpear's "binds 


Prodigal. What Work I have made 
of ir, for a {mall Expence, and a lit- 


tle Pains, you ſhall be allowed a ber⸗ 
ter Judge, than 


Tour Humble Servant, 


The AUTHOR. 


* Shakeſpear*s Works by Rowe, have this Play: but 
My. Pope has left it out of his late Edition, 
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PROL OGUE 


By SAMUEL HUMPHREYS Eſq; 


Enter Two Players. 


Iſt Player. W LL! Pm ſurprix d at this as much 
as you, 

A Poet modeſt! — 2d Player. And a Modern too! 

1ſt Play. He calls it Vertue, but I needs muſt ſay 
"Tis ſuch a Vertue as may damm his Play. 
Our modiſh Libertines will all complain, 
Here's not a Feſt to give the Ladies Pain. 
Methinks, they cry, what can the Mad-man mean ? 
He thinks it Inſolence to be obſcene ; 
Keeps to dull Decency — the Reaſon's plain, 
He's. not Polite enough to be Profane. 
Were modern Plays by his Decorums wrote, 
Authors, indeed! vou d ue er be worth a 'Groat L j 
Uncrowded Theatres wou'd ſoon enſue, 
And ſtarve the Poet, and the Players too. 

2d Play. All this I told him; but my Words I waſte, 
He thinks more nobly of the Britiſh Taſte : 
Uzſully'd Lines, he ſays, ſhould be his Care, 
Who juſtly hopes to pleaſe the Brave and Fair. 
That, what Indulgence tainted Scenes may meet, 
I, like the Charity the Good repeat, 8 
To loathſome Lazars feſt riug in the Street, 

1ſt Play. He might have Reaſon, did he hope to get 
The Cuvocation here, to fill the Pit : 

But 
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PROLOGUE. 


But in the preſent Caſe, Heawv'n only knows 
How much his Purity may pleaſe the Beaux. 

2d Play. To give a juſt Offence he never means, 
By what he ſaid, juſt now, behind the Scenes. 
Suppoſe, what he declar d, we, here, ſhould tell; 
Wie want a Prologue that may ſerve as well 
The Audience ſeems too candid to refuſe 
Their kind Protection, to a trembling Muſe ; 
And Godlike Goodneſs is by all confeſt, | 
To ſhine peculiar in a Britiſh Breaſt. 

1ſt Play, Our Stage well knows it; therefore, if we can, 
We'll jointly ſtrive to ſerve a modeſt Man. 


To the Audience. 


To this bright Preſence, that to-night attends, 
Our Bard, by us, his Proxies, lowly bends ; 
And gives us full Commiſſion to proclaim 
Your Smiles his Rapture, and your Praiſe his Fame, 
2d Play. This was the View, that prompted him ts 


chuſe 
Subject ſuited to a Virgin Muſe : 


To make chaſte Thoughts conſiſtent with a Smile; 
And laſh no Vices in a vicious Stile, 
To blend Humanity thro all his Plan, 
And only mark the Foible, not the Man. 
1ſt Play. If you're propitious to his firſt Deſign, 
He'll owe to you the future Power to ſhine : 
| To nobler Themes you will his Genius fit, 
For Britiſh Candour raiſes Britiſh Vit. 


By Fosryn TrHunsToON Eſq; | 


Spoken by Mrs. Lacy, in the CharaRer of Jexxr, 


UR Spark, enur'd to Ruin all his Life, 
At length has clinch'd his Fortune——with a Wife: 
1 think Iu'e heard your bluſtring Heroes ſay, 
The greater Danger makes the greater Day : 
If fo, indeed the Fellow has ſome Merit, 
For Wedluek is a certain Sign of Spirit; 
Aud in that. Game, (ſuppoſe the Dice are even) 
The Husband's Chance may be—why ! Four—to—Seven, 
But fince ſo fairly he performs his Part, 
And dares engage me with a dauntleſs Heart; 
Before ye all, I promiſe : nay, I vow, 
J will not bar my Chap — ne fingle Throw, 


Ladies, you: wonder at the Choice I make, 
J own tis vent'rous for a Virgin: Stabe, 
But yet upon the whole, for ought I know, 
The hot-brain'd SpREND-THRIFET may outdo the Brau: 
The Rake, we flatter us, we may reclaim, 


The ſolemn Coxcomb ever is the ſame ! 
1 Turo 


e 


* 
* 
o 


ee 


— 


bro 


EPILOGUE 
Thro* Manly Vice, ſome Sparks of Honour ſhine, 


| Some Veins of Ore enrith the nged Mine- 


But the dull Fop, is an unalter d Curſe, 


* Wants Senſe to mend and Spirit to be worſe, 


Criticks, 0ur Author now applies to you, 
(Indeed! —— our Author plays at Hazard too.) 
Mere he compleat in Action, Place and Time, 
| Why, what are all theſe three—to Pantomime ? 
He fairly owns throughout his every Scene, 
© He has not the Addreſ.— of Harlequin. 
Hie faintly hopes youll let bis Labours live , 


Bus urges one Requeſi=— that you Forgive, 


DDiiramatis Perſonæ. 
| + MEN. 


Old Spend-Thrift, Formerly a rich Citizen of London, ſuppos d 
. to be drown'd in the Eaſt- Indies; of a generous 
| f | Diſpoſition, Father to Young Spend-Thrift. 

ö Muck worm. Another Citizen, of a covetous, griping Diſpo- 

| f ſition, not — grow rich at any Rate; 

} Brother by the Mother's-fide to Old Spend-Thrift. ' 

[| Careful. An old Citizen, rich, and of an affable Tem- 

1 per, eaſy to be wrought upon, and very indul- 

I gent to his Daughter Zenny. 

1 . Spend-Thrift, Son to Old Spend-Thrift, very wild and extrava- 
0 gant, but of a free, open, generous Spirit, for- 
f merly Suitor to Jenny; but having laviſhly waſt- 

ed his Fortune, 1s forbid the Houſe by her Fa- 


| ther. \ 
Ju. © His Man, a downright plain, honeſt Fellow, 
and formerly Servant to his Father. 
Robin, An old Fellow-Servant to Careful. 
Tawadry. An inſolent vain Coxcomb, Suitor to Fenny. 
Imprimis. A Lawyer. | 
Rubyface, A Vintner. 
Buckram. A Taylor, 
Criſpin. A Shoemaker. 


Tradeſmen, Bayliffs, Servants, Link-Boy, Ge. 
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g Daughter to Careful, very dutiful, virtuou 
"ite and — 5 in N with Tung Spend.Thrife. 
Phillis, Her Maid, full of Tongue. 

Sally. Niece to Rubyface. 
Starch, A Milliner, 


Landlady, Daughter, Nurſe, Cc. 


SCENE LONDON. 


rife. THE 


em- 
dul- 
+ SPEND-THRIFT. 
aVa- 
for- | 
. SSISSEEEHALEEGOEESSSS 
7 Ar Il 1 
y- Enter Phillis at one Door and Sam. at another, 
| talking to himſelf. 
SCENE St. James's Park. | 
Fc. | 
ERL well, Madam, Fl! wait. 
[ Phillis :o her Miſtreſs within. 
Sam. It is the way of the World; 
* when a Man's going down, down 
We with him. 
Philis. Ay, ſo it is, Sam, [Over- 


| hearing. 
Sam. Sam ! Plain Sam! your Ears are very 
quick, whoever you are that take the Liberty. 
Phil. Turn about, you old Fool. 
Sam. Again! methinks you make very free. 


Phill, This Way, you Buzzard, are you blind? 
Foods B Sam. 


— 
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Sam. Oh Mrs. Phillis, your Servant. 

Phill. Your Servant, Mr. Samuel. 

Sam. Well ſaid; now that's ſomething like. 

Phill. I believe your late Diſgrace at our Houſe, 
fits but indifferently upon your Stomachs ; what 
can't your Maſter digeſt it well, ha? | Jeeringh: 

Sam. Look you, Phillis, as free with me as 
you pleaſe ; I am your Equal: but 

Phill. Youmy Equal ? | [ Scornfully. 

Sam. Ay, I ſay once again, I am your Equal, 
and no Diſparagement to you neither, young 
Woman ; and therefore you may make bold with 
me; but none of your Flirts at my Maſter, I be- 
ſeech you: he's a Step above all ſuch as you, ſtill. 

Phill. Such as me ? 

Sam. Yes, ſuch as you, for all you frown. 
Odd's-Bud ! who are you? 

Phill. Impertinent Fellow ! 

Sam. D'ye ſee ; none of your impertinent Fel- 
lows, you ſpoke to me firſt, or I had not troubl'd 
my head about you: for ſince Mr. Careful thought 
fit to forbid my Maſter coming after his Daugh- 
ter, I'd have you to know, we are above trou- 
bling your Houſe ; tho* I can't ſay, but Madam 
Jenny is a fine Gentle woman, Heav'n bleſs her, 
and deſerves very well. 

Phill. Better than ſuch a Rakeſhame as your 
Maſter, I hope. | 

Sam. Look you, he has been a little wild and 
extravagant, Town; but he's a young Man of 
good Parts, for all that. | | 

Phill. Don't tell me of his Parts; my Miftreſs 
ſhall have nothing to do with him, nor his Parts 
neither. . : 

Sam. Hark ye, ſhe may happen to meet with a 
worſe, take my Word for it; beſides it's very 
hard, after ſo many Years Courtſhip, (not to 


ſay Acquaintance from their Childhood,) to be 
tuxn'd 
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turn'd off, let me tell you, only becauſe his Mone 
falls ſhort a little. | 
Phill, Has not he ſquander'd his Subſtance 
vilely ? 

Sam, Well, well : you don't hear me commend 


him for it : but other young Men have done as 


much, 

Phill. Ay, and come to the Gallows. | 

Sam. No, no, not ſo neither; better Words 
might become you, Miftreſs: and if ycu had a 
Grain, of Good-Nature, you might ſpeak a good 
Word for us, now and then by the by. 

Phill. T'il ſee you both hang d firſt. 

Sam, I am afraid indeed, he that expects any 
good from thee, will be moſt damnably baulk d. 

[ Exit. 


WI. 


SCENE II. Phillis ſola. 


I wonder what makes my Miſtreſs ſtay ſo; 
that old Gentlewoman will keep her all day, I 
think; when they get prattling together, thefe's 
no parting : — Theſe Houſes in the Park ſtand 
very pleaſantly.— I cou'd find in my heart to 
wiſh ſomebody ſo mad as to make me Nliſtreſs of 
one of em: — I can but think how prettily I 
ſhou'd rattle my Maids off, — Odd! I ſhou'd 
make the Huzzies beſtir themſelves in a Morning, 
or | ſpying her Miſtreſs] but here comes one 
will ſoon put an end to my acting the upper Part, 
by giving me to underſtand J muſt play the under. 


F 
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SCENE III. Jenny and Phillis. 


Jenny. So Phillis, I have got away with much ado. 

Phill. Upon: my Word, Madam, in my Opinion, 

the old Folks are worſe Goſſips than the young ones, 
B 2 Jenny 
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Jenny. Come, come, I muſt not have you ſpeak 
diſreſpe&fully of your Elders. 4 55 


Phill. Pray who do you think I have ſeen, ſince 


I have been waiting here? 

Jenny. A great many, I ſuppoſe. 

Phill. Sam, Mr. Spendthrift's Man. 

Jeany. Hi, ho! [ Sighs: 

Phill. Lord bleſs me, Madam, you'll certainly 
bring yourſelf into a Conſumption, if you give 
way to ſighing thus. 

Jenny. What did he ſay of his Mafter ? 

Phill. Not much; but I believe it's very poor 
with him, for he turn'd down that Walk juſt now, 


in a Garb that ſeem'd to have weather'd it pretty 


well, hurrying along, as if he had more in his 
Head than in his Pocket. 


Jenny. Gaming is the Deſtruction of more Youth, | 


than all other Vices put together. 

Phill. He has turnd up this Walk again, 
Madam. 

Jenny. Leave me, and go ſoftly round, I'll over- 


take you . 
Phill. Will you ſpeak to him ? 
Jenny, Do as I bid you, without asking 
ueſtions. 
Phill. It will be a Match J foreſee, after all. 
Exit. 


SCENE IV. Jenny ſola. 
If he ſhou'd caſt his Eyes this way, I can clap 


my Mask on, and this Mob Dreſs will be Diſguiſe 


enough—— No wonder Love is painted blind; 
for hood-wink'd by this Paſſion, we know not 
whither we go.— This dear Man! this laviſh 
Spend-Thrift, with all his Faults is more to mg, 

| than 


* 
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than the Multitude of pretended Lovers of all Ages, 
who daily importune me with their Folly, by my 
Fathers Permiſſion; but have no feeling of what 
they pretend. Neither the Young who come for In- 
tereſt; nor the Old, who woo me to a nightly Feaſt 
of cold Clay, with a Gracian Salutation in the Morn- 
ing pronounc'd by a Death's Head, that can ſay 
nothing but Memento Mori. And tho” I ſhou'd, to ob- 
lige my Father, (to whom I ought to refuſe nothing) 
reſolve never to marry him; yet *twere inhuman not 
to aſſiſt him in this Diſtreſs— But here he comes, 
ſauntering along, like one who having loſt his Money, 
wou'd be glad to loſe himſelf. Il drop this and 
retire a little, to ſee whether he takes it up. 
[e drops a Purſe, and Exit, 


a . EFAL EY. 
SCENE V. Enter Spendthrift, finging. 


My Father is dead, I'm turn'd adrift, 
The Devil a Penny of Money Yve left, 
Oh what will become of me now, 


Oh what will, &c. 


Who knows but Poverty may have made a Poet of 
me, for that's allow'd by all, to be a very neceſlary 
Qualification— I fancy the Money in a Man's Poc- 
ket, keeps him from ſoaring ; and Pegaſus being 
but a Galloway, can't carry a great Weight— Well, 
I am light enough for him, or the Devil's in'r, for 
the laſt Crown is juſt melted for a Flask of French ; 
anda Pox on't, it has not made me drunk neither— 
But whither am I rambling it's no great mat- 
ter; — Roſamond's- Pond, Egad Well, fair Ro- 
ſamond now for a Leap ( Hah ! what's here? 


[ſeeing the Purſe, ſtarts, and takes itup, | by Jupiter J 
a Reprieve ; here ſhou'd be near a hundred by the 
but 
hold 


Weight. I Il not ſtay to count em 
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hold let's ſee what Metal they are made of, 
tho'— ¶ pulling ſome Pieces out of the Purſe,] the Devil 
may have play'd mea Trick, and done this only to 
laugh at me, if they ſhou'd prove Counters, — All 
right— and this muſt be the Handy-work of ſome 
Angel — Well, my dear Familiar— in the firſt 
place I return thee my moſt hearty Thanks and 


in the next if ever you converſe with Mortals -* 
in their own Way, I ſhou'd be glad to crack a Bottle Re 


with thee ; for I dare ſay thou art an honeſt Soul— 
But if that be impoſſible hear me, my beſt Genius, Tie. 


and grant a Petition that ſeems to agree better with Hs 
your inviſible Profeſſion ; I mean, the governing af - 


Couple of little Cubes, vulgarly call'd Dice.—If it 
does, pray follow me to the Groom-Porter's ; and 
when I call Seven's the Main, be ſo kind with your E 
pretty little Fingers toturn up Sice Cinq, Cater Trois, F. 
Sice Ace, or Cinq Duce ; which will be making my 


Fortune, faſter than taking the Guineas, [ Exit. 
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SCENE VI. Jenny ſola. 5 


Shall I call him back! — no, it will ſignify no- no 
thing That a Perſon ſo beautiful, with Wit and || 7 
Judgement able to inſtruct any body but himſelf, f a 
ſhou'd ſo little regard his own Welfare—— I love har 
him, beyond Expreſſion! but if I had the Indies to | & 
beſtow upon him, at this rate twou'd all go Per- In © 
haps if he was married, he might be prevail'd upon | 7 
to leave theſe Extravagancies— but then it muſt be | Se 
to a Woman he cou'd love ; otherwiſe it's making 
bad worſe, and tho' Heav'n knows my very Soul is 
his, yet I'm not ſure he has the ſame Affection for 
me and then Oh let me not think on't 


For come what may, I will mourn out this Life, | 
And die a Maid; or married, be his Wife. | Exit. 
SCENE 
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of, 

nf SCENE VI. 

All knocking at the Street-Door very hard. Enter an old 
ome Servant. 

. So, ſo, ſo, ſo, ſo! What, no harder? Well, theſe 
tals Lovers are the moſt impatient Creatures o'this ſide 
\trle {be Grave; I have had my time too, but Tis over 
o. | Knocking again] Why, ha' Patience, ha“ Pa- 
5 jence, I'm a coming, I'm a coming, I tell you, as faſt 
vith us mY Leas will let me; beſides, if ye had any Reaſon, 


you'd do we!l ro conſider, they are ſomewhat older 
If ic $han they were Forty Years ago. [AKnucking again] 
ell, Well, I am here! Exit. 


FEE 


| SCENE VIII. Re-enter with Tawdry. 


: Serv. Ay, I ſee I'm not miſtaken? 
AY Tawd. How is't, old Touch? Daddy Careful within, 
a? 

Serv. My Maſter Careful is within, Sir; but I don't 


no- {Know that he has ever a Son yet. 


and | Tawd. Why, thou doating old Fool, with the Face 


ſelf, pf a Conjurer! he intends to make me the Man, by 
love harrying me to his Daughter. 
5 to | Serv. But hold a Blow, Sir, hold a Blow, and take 
per- hn old Fool's Advice along with you. 
pon | Tawd. Out with it then, thou full Age of Man! 
t be | Serv. And therefore have experienc'd, that fair 
king Ind ſoftly goes far; have you any Encouragement 
ul is rom my young Lady? 
for | Tawd. Encouragement ! now none but a Fellow 
— hat had loſt his Si»kr, wou'd have ask'd a Man of 
| ny Inches thec ©Ourttron, 

Serv. Dye don't know as to your Inches, 


£xit. oung Gentle an, but to my knowledge; cock-ſure 
NE 3 48 
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as you are of carrying your Point, Dukes, Earls and 
Lords, with Worſhipful Knights, and Squires with- 
out Number, have been nonſuited in this Cauſe you 
have undertaken. 

Tawd. Ha, ha, ha, ha, he! then ſhall I, like A. 
lexander, the World's prime Hero, when all others 
had been foil'd, run away with the Honour of unty- 
ing the Gordian, by tying the Matrimonial Knot : 
(a good Simile, Faith!) the only Difference lies here, 


what he perform'd with a Sword, I ſhall with a 


Dagger; ſplit me, a good Jeſt too! but tis flung a- 
way upon this old Fellow Here, hark ye, Three · 
ſcore and Ten. IN 

Serv, That I am at leaſt. 

Tawd. Had any of your Dukes, Earls, Lords 
Worſhipful Knights or Squires, ſuch a Face? ha! 

Serv. A Face? Let me ſee, truly Sir, I think not 

Tawd, A Shape ? 

Serv. Hum — not quite ſo ſhort. 

Tawd. A Leg, a Leg too, there's a Leg ! 

Serv. Ay, truly there is a Leg; but I have hearc 
ſay, Sir; that my young Miſtreſs, of a different Opi 
nion from the Women now-a-days, has declar'd 
ſhe'll not have a Man without a Head. 

Tawd. A Head, ha, ha, ha, ha, a 'Tail ! you mean 
ye old Sot. 

Serv. And therefore I ſee you have taken care t 
bring a Baboon's at your Back, [afide pointing. ] 

Tawa This Emblem of Antiquity pointing to th 
Servant) ſeems of a ſtanding with the old Hanging 
here; and accordingly ſhall be thrown by as uſeleſs 
with the reſt of ſuch Lumber, as ſoon as my Wedding 
cue” [ Exit 'Tawdr) 


Serv. Get thee gone, for a ſenſeleſs young Fop. 


SCENE 


and 
vith- 
you 


de A- 
thers 
inty- 
not : 
here, 


th a 
ng a- 
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8 CE N E IX. Servant ſolus. Knocking again. 


Serv. Tat-a-rat-tat-tat! Another Fool or a Mad- 
man by the Noiſe he makes. Odſo! I was miſtaken 
this bout. Y 


„ SCENE X. Jenny, Phillis, Robin. 
Jenny. So Robin, who has been here, ſince we went? 
Robin. Alderman Tawdry's Son is juſt gone in, 

Madam, and threatens to turn the Houſe upſide down, 

as ſoon as ever he's married to you. I have put a 

Spoke in his Wheel, I warrant him. [ Afide. 
Jenny. Why, did he talk to you of marrying me? 

Robin. Ay, that he did, and ſaid the thing was as 
-good as done, and has given me warning for the firſt. 
_ Phill. Poor Robin! Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! | Laughing. 

Robin. Who do you laugh at, ha! ye young Minx, 
. Jenny. Never mind her, but go thy ways, and don't 
fret thyſelf ; he ſhall have nothing to do with thee, 
rake my Word. | 

Rub n. Ah, you're a dear good Lady; and love your 
old Servants better than that comes to, I am ſure. 

a 


| [ Exit, 
- SEDQIESDDDEDDICDDIEDOIEDO ICID Dr 


SCENE XI. Jenny and Phillis. 


Jenny, Did you ever hear of ſuch intolerable Va- 
nity ? I'll warrant, if the Truth was known, the 

Fellow thinks himſelf too good for a Dutcheſs. = 
Phill. Nay, he did as good as tell you ſo the laſt 

time he was here, if you remember, Madam. 
Jenny. That alone wou'd make me deſpiſe the 

Puppy, if I were a Choambermaid, , 

\ Phill, Chambermaid ! indeed, there are ſome 

Chambermaids -— en | | 
| C Jenny, 
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Jenny. What's that you ſay? [Partly hearing. 
. * Phill, Your Gown's unpin'd here, | pretends to pin it] 
but he has a vaſt Eftate they ſay, and that will— 
Fenay. Only ſerve to make his Folly the more con- 
— | 
Phill. And yet upon ſecond Thoughts, [till pinning 
the.Gown | a ſubſtantial rich Fool, is no ſuch deſpi- 
cable Thing after all. There, Madam, I think it 
ſers pretty well. 
Jenny. Girl, I wou'd n't have an Aſs, tho' he 
came loaden with Pearl and Diamonds. : 
Phill. And yet I ſhou'd be fo good-natur'd as to 
But thus it is, 
Plenty makes Dainty; they, that can, won't; and 


they that wou'd, can't. 


Jenny. If my Father ſhou'd enquire for me, make 
any Excuſe, I'll not be ſeen till the Spark's gone. 

Phill. J believe it won't be long, for the Parlour- 
Door opens yonder, and they ſeem to be bowing 
and ſcraping. | 

Jeuny. Let us ſtep of one ſide then. [Exeunt. 


SCENE XII. 
Tawdry and Careful come forward Complimenting, 


Tawd. Not a Step, Sir, — I'll not allow of it. But 
now I have it from your own proper Mouth.— 

Care. I have told you, as I told your Father when 
he firſt mention'd the Affair, that I ſhou'd be glad of 
the Alliance. 

Taud. You honour me a great deal too much, Sir. 


[ Giving himſelf Airs, 
Care. But I don'c know People of the firſt 
Rank 


Tawd. Beggarly Quality !|— [ Taking Snuff. 
Care. Have done me the Honour, (as they call it) 
to ccurt my Daughter, 


Tawd, 
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Taud. They court your Daughter, ha, ha, ha ! a 
good Jeſt, faith: I wiſh I cou'd catch em at it. 
Care. Not much with my Conſent, I muſt own, for 
T always ſuſpect, when they condeſcend to drive into 
the dirty City, with their fine Equipages, tis to 
court our Money, more than our Daughters. 
Taud. A Solomon, begad ! and now, dear Dadda 
in Reverſion, once more, I am 
Care. Your Servant, Sir. Exit 'Tawdry. 
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SCENE XIII. Careful ſolus. 


Our whole Life is made up of Care, not a ſingle 
Scene in it without it's Portion, we marry, get 
Children, bring 'em up, diſpoſe of *em ;—and then 
theirs begin, where ours end, which can only be 
with Life. I have but one, and yet this one finds me 
Employment for all my Thoughts; they that have 
many, can do no more. But here ſhe comes, blooming 
with all the Beavty and Goodneſs of her Mother, 
who was every Thing a Man coud deſire in a Wo- 
man. 
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SCENE XIV. Jenny and Careful. 


Jenny. Sir, your Bleſſing. 

Care. My Comfort, thou haſt it always: But where 
haſt thou been this Morning, thus early ? 

Jenny. To ſee my Aunt, Sir. 

Care. Your Sweet-heart has been here, I wiſh you 
had come a little ſooner. 

Jenny. He that went out juſt now, Sir? 

Care. Ay, my Dear. | | 

Jenny. I purpoſely avoided him, Sir; for he's my 
Averſion. | 


Care. Why ſo, Child? he's a likely young Gentleman. 
C 2 Jenny, 
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Jenny. Which he knows 

Care. Has had a ſober Education 
Jenny. And not much the better for 't. 

Care. I know his Family and Eſtate to be both 
yery good, 

Jenny. 'They'l) receive no great Amendment from 
his Management, I fear. | 

Care. You are very nice, my Child. 

Jenny. In this Affair I hope you'll allow me to be ſo. 

Care. Pray tell me one thing ? 

Jenny. My Father may command. 
Care. Does n't your Mind till hanker after this 
Spend-Thrift? | 
Jenny. Sir, you have ſo accuſtom'd me to Truth, 
my Tongue knows not how to lye, I love him as 
much as ever. [ Sighing, 

Care. Humph ! 'cwas what I fear'd [ pauſing and 
yet, when I wou'd have marry'd you to him, before 
he took to theſe wild Courſes, you then excus'd 
yourſelf, by ſaying you were too young, and he too 
unexperienc'd in the World—Indeed the latter he 
has ſufficiently prov'd, 

Jenny. But he may ſee his Error and reform, 

Care. Oh Child, think well, and have a care, hav- 
ing once eſcap'd, how you ſtrike again on the ſame 
Rock. 

Jenny. I hope I ſhall, before I run ſo great a Riſque. 

Care. I always found you duciful and obedient, 


and therefore chuſe to adviſe rather than compel. 


Jenny. It's moſt kind and indulgent, Heav'n leng- 
then your Days, and continue me the Bleſſing of 
ſuch a Father. 

When with too firifÞ a Hand the Reins are held, 

Obedience with Reluctance is compelPd ; 

But Children willingly obey Command, 

When Parents govern with a gentle Hand. 
. = "Caine: 
End of the Firſt Af, 


t. 


The SEN D-THRIT T. 13 


ACT IL SCENE I 


St. James's Park, 


Spend- Thrift with a Box and Dice in his Hand. 


Ive Hazards together, and never a Nick— 
Duce Ace——Duce Ace—The Devil's got 
1'ch* Bones, I believe, for I have thrown 
nothing but Duce-Ace this half Hour. 
Blood—I could eat em, [Biting the Box.] Sweet Mu- 
ſick, delicious Muſick too. | Shaking the Dice at his Ear.] 
Suppoſe for Paſtime, and to keep worſe Thoughts 
out of my Head, I ſhould throw a merry Main with 
my Brother Soldier here in the Centry-Box——No, 
hang it, he looks like a good honeſt Country Fel- 
low, and may be has notlearfi'd the damn'd Game 
of Hazard yet, I'll not debauch him—{Throws away 
the Box and Dice.) Away to Satan, the Inventer ; or 
if it was a Man, his Puniſhment in Hell muſt be to 
throw out to all Eternity My good Angel certainly 
does not love this ſort of Game; but delights more 
in Woods and Groves, and ſolitary Walks; for IL 
met with her the laſt Time, ſomewhere here-about ; 
and twice before ſhe was pleas'd to viſit my Lodg- 
ings, in the ſhape of Bank-Bills of a Hundred Pound 
each ; the moſt agreeable Billet-doux, I ever read 
in my Life. I could fall diſtractedly in love, juſt 
now, with ſuch another Packet of good News 
Three times have my kind Stars relieved me within 
this Month—Ay, tis over—they ſay there's Witch- 
craft in odd Numbers, and I think ſo too — for it 
has 
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has rais'd my Uncle, and he's as ugly as the Devil; 
my Father and he were Brothers by the Mother's- 
ſide. I ſuppoſe my Grandmother's firſt Husband 
might be a Man; but having a mind to try the dif- 
ference, took a Monkey to Bed for her Second—Nay, 
and what's worſe, his Mind is more crooked than 
his Body. | | 


Se IRIS IE I 3 


SCENE II. Muckworm and Spend-Thrift. 

Muck. So, Nephew, you are loytering away your 
'Time here, I ſee. 

Spend. J am taking a turn, Sir. | 

Muck. You had much better take another ſort of 
a turn, and turn your Head to Buſineſs; I have often 
told you ſo, you know very well, I have always ad- 
vis'd you for your good. 

Send. I thank you, Sir, for your Advice. 

Muck. You are a pretty young Man enough, and 
might make your Fortune ſtill, if you would but take 
good Courſes ; but I'm afraid you value yourſelf too 
much upon your Wit and your Perſon, when they 
are both littie worth without Grace. | 

Spend. I wiſh you'd have the Grace to make an 
end of ſelling my Eſtate, for I want Money to pay 
15 Debts, and expect every day to be thrown in a 

ayl. ; 

Muck. Ay, ay, you young Men, who are acquaint- 
ed with nothing bur ſpending of Money, imagine Bu- 
fineſs is preſently done ; you think there's nothing 
in't, no Trouble in it. 

Send. ] ſuppoſe you might have ſold it before now, 
at a reaſonable Price 
Muck. Ay, a reaſonable Price; I don't know what 
you call a reaſonable Price. 

Spend. T have been, bid Eleven Thouſand Pounds 
for it formerly, and I think it's worth it ill. 5 
uck. 


genteeler Employment, 
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Muck. I know you ſet a great Value upon it; you 
muſt e'en find out thoſe Chaps yourſelf ; I'm ſure I 
can find no body will give any thing like it. 

Spend. Will you buy it yourſelf? for I ſuppoſe 
that's what you'd be at. 

Muck. If you are in ſuch haſte, I think I muſt, 
ſince no body elſe will. | 

Spend, I ſhould be oblig'd to you, if you would 


ballance the Account this Evening, at your own Price, 
* and let me have the remainder. | 


Muck. There won't be much coming, Kinſman, 
at the moſt I can give for it; you know there's a 


Mortgage of Five Thouſand Pounds, beſides two 


Tears Intereft ; and your Draughts upon me at ſeve- 
ral Times, to the Amount of almoſt Three thouſand 


more. 

Spend. Do they amount to ſo much? 

Muck. So much! Ay, why you are mad! you 
don't know what you do ! payable moſt of 'em to 
one Mr. Shaver, (I think his Name is) he came to 
me in his fine gilt Chariot, lac'd Clothes, and fring'd 
Gloves. I don't know what he follows; but I be- 
lieve you help to pay for his Finery, Nephew | 

Spend. Od's-death, it is but too true! and I could 
hang myſelf for it. [ Afide.] Sir, we'll make an end 
to-night, if you pleaſe, and T'il fign the Writings, 
that you may have no farther Trouble. 

Muck. Well, I'll do any thing to ſerve you; but 
I'm afraid you'll ſquander away the reſt——If you'd 


bend your Mind a little, I could propoſe ſomething 
do you. 


Spend. Good Uncle, what is it? 
Muck. You're a pretty Scholar, can talk French, 


caſt Accompt, and I may ſpeak a good Word for 


you 
Spend. To be Uſher to a Charity School. Lnter- 
| rupting him. 


Muck, That is not ſo deſpicable neither: but it's a 


Spend. 
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Spend. Let's hear it, however. 

Muck. Deputy Pennylove, a Cheeſemonger inThames- 
Street, wants a Book-keeper —d'ye hear? 

Spend. Ay. | 1 
Muck. And upon my recommendation, may give 
twenty Pounds a Lear, Meat, Drink, and Lodging. 

Spend. So! 4 

Muck. And as you behave; yourſelſ—{ Interrupting 
Spend. I may be my Miſtreſs's Clerk as well as my 
Maſter's; and being a civil young Man, allow'd to 
dine at his Worſhip's Table; where, to ſhew my 
1 Manners, I muſt cry, Ay forſooth; and No forſooth. _ 
: Anon, Sir, and I thank you, — ſimper like a Furmety- 
Kettle, at Madam's no Jeſt — take the Air once a 
Week, with a Meſlage to Bednal-Green, and lie there 
all Night, ſometimes by her Ladyſhip's Contrivance, 
when my Maſter's in Town; and at length, be ad- 
vanc'd to the degree of marrying the favourite Maid, 
to hide the Intrigue the better, who perhaps has 
earn'd her Portion, by tipping her Mittxeſs Juſtice 
with the Cuckold her Maſter, now and then — and 
7 will take care to pay me in my own Coin, as ſoon as 
I am able to keep her a Journey-man; and ſo the Jig 
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15 | goes round, Nunk! UpTails all, is a pleaſant Game. 
| Muck. Lunatick! 
4 Spend. Da, da! but beſure you count the Yellows | 
[5 over, againſt I call. Exit. 
1 Muck. Stark mad! : Lo f 
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SCENE III. Phillis aud Jenny, 


Phill. Lord, Madam, I wonder at you; theſe Va- 
pours will devour you! quite eat you up in time, if 
you give way to em ſo, Here's a good pleaſant E- 
reaing, though not much Company in the Park to- 
night, | | 
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Jenny. Indeed, Phillis, T hardly know what I came 
hither for. 

Phill. To ſee, and be ſeen ; ſpy Faſhions and Faults, 
Madam: Is not that enough? 

Jenny. O'my Conſcience, the Girl ſpeaks very d- 
propos! but, prythee, where dot learn all thy Wit? 

Phill, Oh dear! you are pleas'd to banter me 
now; but if I have a little more than is common, I 
am ſure I muſt have learnt it in your Ladyſhip's Ser- 
vice. 

Jenny. Prythee learn to correct a little of that Vo- 
lubility of your Tongue too, that it mayn't be always 
running. | 

_ Phill. Lard, what wou'd your Ladyſhip have a 
body do? 

Jenny. Think a little more, and read ſometimes ; 
you have leiſure enough, and can always come at my 
Books. 

Phill. I'm afraid Reading and Thinking ſpoil the 
Complexion, for I have oblerv'd that your Ladyſhip 

erally looks very pale after it. 

Jenny. Indeed, Girl, to ſpeak Truth, I ſometimes 
envy thy thoughtleſs natural Gaiety: but are not you 
aſhamed to ſpend all your Time laughing and hollow- 
ing among the Fellews in the Kitchen? 

Phill. 1 do but divert myſelf in laughing at them 
for being a Pack of Boobys. 

Jenny. You muſt keep yourſelf a little more re- 
ſerv'd, I may ſome time or other have an Opportu- 
nity of matching you with ſome good honeſt Tradeſ- 
man. 

Phill. Thank you, Madam. 

Jenny. Is not that Jack Tawdry ? 

Phill, He is making towards us. 


D SCENE 
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SCENE IV. Jenny, Tawdry, Phillis. 


Jenny. Then ſhall I be plagu'd with this Cox- 
comb, and loſe the Pleaſure of my Walk. 

Tawd, Ha, Perdie, mou Ange ! Toujours brilliant ! 
toujours gay toujours charmant; & ma foy !. tonjours 
tous Choſes ! Quelle Bonheur ? Hem | — But talkin 
French is Aping the Faſhion too much ; Men 2 
Senſe deſpiſe Faſhions, and leave em to be ſtudy'd 
by ſtiff, powder'd, Paſt-Board Puppies, with Swords 


no longer than Bodkins ſtuck in their "Tails, like a 
Skewer in a Rump of Beef. Demme, if I did not 
kick half a dozen ſuch this Morning, till I was 


forc'd to give over, for fear of being ſmother'd in a 
Cloud of Pulvillio, and ſuffocated with a moſt abo- 
minable Stink of Perfame! Make me Valet de 
Chambre to the erranteſt Prig in Pall-Mall. 

Jenny. Lord, Sir, you are ſo powder'd and per- 
fum'd, that I wiſh you'd ſtand a little farther off. 

Tawd. Oh Child, I do it to oblige the Ladies, 
for they are prodigioully taken with Foppery. 

Jenny. A great Compliment to their Underſtand- 
ings indeed! 

Phill. Pray, Madam, ſhoudn'c Mr. Tawdry think 
and read a little more, to keep his Tongue from 
running? for, an't pleaſe your Ladyſhip, I think he 
has a greater Volubility of Speech than your hum- 
ble Servant. | 

Taud. What's that you ſay ? | Partly overhearing. 

Phill. Only that you've an excellent Knack of 
Talking, Sir. 

Tawd. Yes, Child; there's your Lady has that 
about her wou'd make a Dead Man talk : Ha, Ma- 


dam, you're almoſt aſleep, but I vow to Gad I'll 


wake you. ( Pulls her about rudely. 
Jenny. What Rudeneſs is this? { Enter Spend-Thrift. 
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SCENE N 
Tawdry, Jenny, Phillis, Spend-Thrift. 


Spend. Hands off, Villain! this is not an Altar for 
you to offer your vile Oblations at. 
Taud. Do you know who you ſpeak to? 

Spend. Yes, to Jack Tawdry, the Sign of a Man: 
a Piece of Patch-work made up by Taylors, Milli- 
ners, and Periwig-Makers. | 

Tawd. Sir, I ſhall take another Opportunity to 
call you to an Account for this. 

Spend. For fear you ſhou'd forget, take that for 
a Memorandum, [ Strikes him. 

Tawd. It's very well, Sir; it's very well. 

Spend, A little more then. [ Strikes him again. 

Tawd. Enough Sir, enough. Exit. 
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SCENE VI. Phillis, Spend-Thrift, Jenny. 
Phill. So, we are fairly rid of one; but how 


| ſhall we get rid of r*other ? [ Afide. 


Spend. Pray, Madam, what Encouragement might 
you give this Fool, to make him thus free with you ? 
5 Jenm. I don't know that I am accountable to you, 

ir. 
Spend. I did once, both love and value you. | 

Jenny. I did once both honour and reſpect you. 

Spend. But I'm afraid you are like other Women. 

Jenny. And you, I believe, like other Men. 

Spend. Or what ſhou'd you do with me? 

Jenny. Make my ſelf miſerable, and the Scorn of 
all People. 

Spend. Tie your ſelf up to that Civet-Box, and 
every body will be for taking a Smell at you. 

Jenny. The World would pity me ſhou'd I do 
otherwiſe than well in marrying him, becaule jt's 
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my Father's Deſire; but ſay I wilfully ſought my 
own Ruin in diſobediently marrying you? 

Send. She has Reaſon unanſwerable on her ſide; 
againſt Guilt, Shame and Confuſion on mine :>— 
bur weak Oppoſites to ſo ſtrong an Enemy. [ Afide.] 
Well, Madam, I'm ſorry I ſhou'd come ſo un- 
Inckily, to break off the amorous Converſation, you 
were ſo deeply engag'd in. 

Jenny. 1 wiſh, Sir, that you'd be ſorry for that, 
which grieves all your Friends. 

Spend, Gods! the cuts me to the very Soul with 
juſt Admonition— that I ſhou'd be ſuch a Dog, to 
make my ſelf unworthy of her! — I can ſtay no 
longer; but like a fall'n Angel ſicken at the Sight of 
the Heay'n I have loſt, | 4fde.] Your Servant. [ Exit. 


SCENE VI. Phillis and Jenny. 


Phill. And fo we are fairly rid of em both! I 

: think, Madam, he came very 4-propos to releaſe 
| you from your firſt Plague, and then very civilly 
N dropt off himſelf. 
© Jenny. J had rather he had ſtaid. 
1 Phill. Shall I call him back, and tell him ſo? 
it Penny. No, Blockhead 

Phill. Indeed, Madam, I'd better, for you will 
be out of humour all the Evening elle. 

Jenny. T wiſh you'd hold your Impertinence! 
1 Phill. The Lard be merciful to me! if I don't 
1 ſpeak to her, ſhe ſays I am ſullen; and if I do, I 
4 am impertinent. Well! what with one thing, and 
another, we poor Servants do lead a Bleſſed Life, 
It that's the truth on't! For my part Pam quite tir'd 
* out, I be married as ſoon as ever I can get the 
| f Man in the Mind. [ Afide. 
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Jenny. Phillis ! | 


Phill. Does your Ladyſhip call? 
4 Jenny. 
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Jenny. I think the Park makes me melancholy ; 
bid John get the Coach ready, and Il ſtay! I 
think we'll take another Turn too.— No, we'll go. 

Phill. Upon my Maidenhead, this Fellow has 
quite diſtracted her! ſhe does not know what ſhe'd 
have! Jam like to have a bleſſed Hand with her! 

Jenny. What's the Wench loitering about? 

Phill. Well, Patience is a Virtue! and if I out- 
live this Night, I may reaſonably believe I am im- 
mortal. N [ Exeunt, 


SSN KS NSS ASS NSS KA 
SCENE VIII. A Kreer. Sam. ſolus. 


What will become of this hopeful Maſter of 
mine? I wou'd warn him to keep out of Lobb's 
Pound, but know no more than a Poſt where to 
meet with him; and theſe Rogues the Bailiffs will 
ſurely have him, if he's above ground, unleſs he 
walks very warily indeed. I have a fine Service of 
it, truly ; ſpend my Time, lend him my Money, 
(under a Pretence of borrowing it for him) loſe 
my Reputation (for I'm ſure there's none got by 
living with a Gameſter.) This is none but thy own 
Fault, neither Sam. — no body to blame but thy 
ſelf! for indeed, I can't ſay that he has deceiv'd me, 
no, he is too frank, generous, and open-hearted; 
but this Gaming is the Devil! Other Vices waſt a 
Man's Eftate by degrees; but this, Sweep, like a 
Whirlwind ! may carry it all away at a Blaſt. 
How many Families has it ruin'd ! it's well his Fa- 
ther ( my good old Maſter) is dead; or this muft 
have broke his Heart. But who are theſe coming 
in ſuch cloſe Conference ? 


SCENE 
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SCENE IX. Sam, a Solicitor, and Tawdry. 


Sol. Charles Spend-Thrift, you ſay his Name is? 
Tawd, Yes. | 
Sam, Talking of my Maſter ; but I don't like that 
taking ſuch ſpecial Note of his Name : I'm afraid it 
bodes him no good. T'll liſten. [ Aſide. 
Sol. Let's ſee! that you may ſwear to nothing but 
the Truth, we'll juſt run over the Particulars again. 
Tawd. Right! | F 
Sol. [Reading to himſelf ] That he gave you very 
opprobrious Language, calling you vile Names, as 
Puppy, Scoundrel, Raſcal, 2 which reflected 
groſsly upon your Honour, as a Gentleman, and 
your Honeſty, as a worthy Citizen. 
Tawd. ! 
Sol. That he ſtruck you over the Head and Shoul- 
ders, ſeveral Times with a Cane, beating you very 
unmercifully, *cill the Blood follow'd. 
1 Taud. Ay indeed! | 
1 Sol. That you had neither Sword nor Cane to de- 
. fend yourſelf. f 
10 Taud. Oh, you Miſtake ; yes, yes, I had both. 8 
Sol. Odſo, that alters the Caſe. | Scratching out, 
and altering.] But you are ſure you did not ſtrike firſt, 
nor offer to reſiſt with your Sword or Cane. 1 
Tawd. I did not wag a Finger. : 
| Sol. Then we are all ſafe ſtill and all this you 
'H bore very patiently, and Chriſtian-like, in the 
Park, in the fight of a great deal of Company; but 
more particularly, a Lady that you court for a : 
Wife, who js a ſubſtantial Evidence of your Suf- | 
ferings ? 
Tawd. Ay that ſhe is, if ſhe will but ſpeak the 
Truth, and her Maid too. | 
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Sol. Her Maid? Ay, I have her Name here, Phil- 
lis Flippant, Spinſter. 
Tawd. Tis fo— 


Sol. And all this you are ready to make Afﬀida- 


vit of. 
Tawd. That I dare boldly, before eber a Magi- 
| * ftrate in Great Britain. 
at Sol. Let me ſee the Wound. 
it Tawd. Here. Sewing his bare Head. 
de. Sul. I ſee it, the Skin is but juſt crack d, a meer 
ut Scratch, a Bit of brown Paper will cure it; but 
in. however you muſt be advis'd. 
Tad. Yes. 
ry : So. Tl tell you what you ſhall do; bind a Nap- 
as kin round your Head, before you go to the Juſtice. 
ed Taud. I will. 
nd Sl. And after that you ſhall keep your Chamber 
2? ſome days; let your Surgeon attend you, and make 
a long Bill, (as he knows how) t'other ſhall pay for 
l- itz; we'll work his Pocket, I'll warrant you. 
Ty } Sam. My Maſter's Pocket? Ah, poor Fools, how 
7 plaguily they are miſtaken? that's ready work d to 
their hands. [ Afide. 
le- Tawd. No Gentleman's ſafe, at this rate. 


Sol. 'To abuſe the Son and Heir, of a worthy Al- 
derman of the City of London! he ought to be made 
ut, an Example of. 
! Tawd. And ſhall, if Money will do it. 
Sol. Money! bleſs me, what is it that Money 
will not do? 


u Tawd. And that ſhan'c be wanting, I'll aſſure you. 

he Sol. Then we'll ſwinge him, never fear. [ Exeunt. 

ur 

EE 
| SCENE X. Sam. comes forward. 

he 


3 So! more Rods in Piſs for him ell, if I can't 
501, lind him, I can't help it, a Jayl muſt be his * ; 
| the 


. 
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the Fate of the Spend-Thrifts follows cloſe at his 
heels He has not one Friend will be bound for a 
ſingle Shilling in this World, nor Six-pence leſt for 
a Halter (that I know of) that he may ſwing de- 
cently into the next — and yet here he comes, as jo- 


cund as if he had the Bank at Command. 
S e l b g. . K. 5 


SCENE XI. Enter Spend-Thrift, fnging. 


Spend. Hang Sorrow, and caſt away Care, &c. 
Sam ! how do'ſt, Old Boy ? 

Sam. Very bad, Sir. 

Spend. Very bad! priythee what's the matter? 
thou look'ſt well enough. | 

Sam. Ah, Sir! every thing is not to be taken by 
its Look. 

Spend. No, how then? 

Sam. Really, Sir, I can't tell: I muſt own I'm at 
a loſs ; for here you look well enough in Health, are 
exceeding merry, and to my thinking, there's not 
[ a greater Wretch upon the Face of the Earth ! quite 
} furrounded with Deſtruction; the Jaws of Miſery 


4 
* 
* 
F 
1 


% 


LE RY - © <<. 


C ͤͤ̃ ˙ A ̃ ⅛˙ . ˙²— wm ¾— OIERES” 
T eee ee ee ee ee Ae. ERS 
f i 1 1 5 3 — 


— 3 * 
— * — „ 
ä ˙ ˙aq— ES 


I: gaping to devour you; and yet there's but very little 
14 of this to be ſeen in your Countenance. 
# Spend. Why, haſt thou liv'd ſo long in the World, 


; and do'ſt not know, how to put a good Face upon 

. a bad Matter. 

Sam. Not I, truly. 

Spend. Why, the World has now ſo improv'd the 

Hh Art of Masking, that the Face is the laſt place ou 
* ſhould look on, ro know a Man. 
1 Sam. And Ialways took it for the firſt. 

5 Spend. Cowardice, Falſhood, Injuſtice, Trreligion 3 | 
[7 and Luſt, are ſo decently varniſh'd by Bullies, Cour- 
tiers, Lawyers, Hypocrites, and Whores, that he 


F who miſtakes them for their Contraries, ought not- 

. do be begg'd for a Fool. | { 
FD 
| [ 4; 
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Sam. Pray, Sir, do they ever beg poor ones? 

Spend. Very ſeldom. 

Sam. More's the pity, or elſe I might have gone off. 

Spend. Poor Sam ! 

Sam. That's my Name. 

Spend, Does the Caſh run low then ? 

Sam. Low! O'my Conſcience it's quite out. Mo- 
ney and I have had bur very little Contabulation for 
ſome time paſt. 

Spend. Well, Old Soul, never grieve thyſelf, III 
bring thee once more acquainted with her; my Un- 
cle has promis d to ballance with me to-night, and 
to-morrow Morning put me in' mind that you and 
I reckon. _. 

Sam, What time is he to pay you the Money, Sir ? 

Spend. Preſently, I'm to meet him in leſs than half 
an Hour. 

Sam. Alack-a-day, I'm ſorry for't. 

Spend. Why fo ? 

Sam. Becauſe it's a great while to Bed-Time, and 
you may chance to make a Transfer of all that ſame 
Ballance (tho' it's your laſt Stake) before you ſleep. 

Spend. Ha, ha, ha! never fear. 

Sam. Ah, Sir, how can I help it, when you know, 
there's a certain Set of People in the World, who 
have a ſure Method here | ſhewing howDice are thrown | 
of conveying the Money oftt of your Pocket into 
theirs, as a Juggler his Balls, from one Cup to another. 

Spend. Do'ſt think I muſt never win ? 

Sam. I think if you ſhou'd, you'd ſoon loſe it again. 

Spend. Some, after a long run of ill Luck, have 
had a Turn, and made their Fortunes from a ſingle 
Guinea, | | 

Sam. You may be as full of Hopes as you pleaſe, 
bur I tremble for fear. 

Spend. Sam, thou'dſt make but a ſcurvy Gameſter. 

Sam. No, in Troth; but left it ſhou'd happen, 
(as I've roo much reaſon to believe it will) whip a 
ſolitary Piece or two into your fide Pocket. You know 

| what 
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what ſervice the Half Guinea did us, that I found 
there once, bruſhing your Clothes, while you lay a- 
bed, till your Shirt was waſh'd, and the reſt of your 
Linnen in Salvo, you know where. 

Spend. Good Boy, leave teazing me. 

Sam. Well, I've done, I've done; only I'd adviſe you 
to beware of certain People call'd 'Tip-Stafts, who 
may have you before your Betters, for beating and 
abuſing them, that have more Money to go to Law 
with than your Worſhip. Young Mr. Tawdry— 

Spend. Will the Poltroon record himſelf for a 
Coward ? 

Sam. He, and a worthy Hanger-on of the Law, 
were juſt now laying their Heads together in my hear- 
ing; beſides, there's your Milliner, Shoemaker, Laun- 
dreſs, and all the reſt of your Creditors {wear bit- 
terly, they'll be put off no longer. So you had beſt 
walk off, for yonder comes Mrs. Starch. 

Spend. That I muſt, or ſhe'll dun me on a double 
Account. [Exit Spend-Thrift. 


SCENE XII. 


Enter Mrs. Starch, with a Band- box, and pulls Sam. 

' by the Sleeve, as he is going off, 

Starch. Harky'e, Sam! am I never to ſee your 
Maſter again ? 

Sam. I don't know. | 

Starch, Will he never pay his Debts ? 

Sam, I can't tell. 

Starch, What does he intend to do? 

Sam. You had beſt ask him. 

Starch. Why ſure, Sauce-box, who do you anſwer 
at this rate? Am TI your Make-game, Sirrah ? 

[ Gives him a Box on the Ear. 
Sam. Hold, dear Mrs. Starch, and keep your pret- 


Starch. 
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nd Starch. Til have him if he's above ground, an un- 
2 grateful Man, to uſe me after this manner. ¶ Exit. 
ay SCENE XIII. Sam ſolus. 
6 Slap-daſh, ſhe's but a Word and a Blow—to be 
AW ty'd to this Cat-a-Mountain, and ſcratch'd for Life, 
185 oh, horrid Imagination ! A Plague on her too, for 
8 not paring her Nails oftner, ſne has made the Blood 
come, I believe, | feels his Head.] So, here's our Shoe- 
W, maker too, but I ſhall ſneak oft. Going. 
EE 
5 SCENE XIV. Shoemaker and Sam. 
ble Shoem. Mr. Samuel, Mr. Samuel ! 
fe Sam. Ay, ay, you may call, [Walking on, 
; Hoem. Hip! Mr. Samuel! what can't you hear? 
N02! Sam. No, nor won't hear. 
| Shoem. Why Sam ! 
Sam. Sam, as long as you will. 
SF Shoem. A Pox on my Corns ! the Fellow walks fo 
: faſt, I can neither overtake him, nor make him hear. 
Sam ! [ Bawling out, 
* Sam. A Bur in your Throat, for me, to ſtop your 
bawling; I muſt anſwer, or he'il raiſe a Mob. Who 
calls Sam? [Turning quick, 
Shoem. It's I, are you deaf ? 
Sam. It would be well if I was, as Times go. [Aſide.] 
I've lately had a Blow, Mr. Criſpin, has made me a 
7 little thick of hearing ; but how do you do ? 
we Shoem. The worſe for your Maſter, and all ſuch 
Ear. — , 
. Sam. I'm ſorry for't. 


Hoem. But Sorrow won't do, Mr. Samuel, I can'c 
arch. | / E 2 * 
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q pay my Deots with Sorrow; it's not the current 
Coin of this Country now-a-days, it won't paſs. 
Sam. What's that to me ? I owe you nothing. 
Shoem. But your Maſter does. 
1 Sam. Then make him pay you. 
i Shoem, I can't catch him. 
Sam. Then ſtay till you can. 
Shoem. You are very huffy, methinks, Mr. Skip. 
Sam. Why not, Mr. Cobler. | 
Shoem. Ay, ay, there's an old Saying, Like Maſter, 
like Man. | [ Exit. 
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SCENE XV. Sam, ſolus. 


I think I've ftood the Brunt very fairly with two 
of em; and I believe I had as good walk off while 
I am well—there's not a Man alive I'd bear all this 
for, beſides himſelf Many a time and oft have I 

dandl'd him upon my Knees—ir was the fineſt Boy 
ſure, that ever was born-——his dear good Father 
lov'd me, becauſe I lov'd the Child; and now I am 
bound to love the Child, becauſe the Father lov'd 
me, that's but Gratitude if I can wheedle him out 
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of ſome of the Money he is gone to receive, it may 
| ſerve on a Rainy Day. 
| For ſhould he ſquander this, his laſt Supph, 
There's nought behind, but Shame and Miſery. 
[ , 
1 End of the Second AF, 
f 
4 255 5 
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ACT III. SCENE IL 
Muckworm's Houſe, Muckworm ſolus. 
Ta INE Thouſand Pounds—Ay, I'll give him 


ay el 00 more, take it, or leave it, — though I 
* — really can't ſay, but it's worth ten, very 


— well worth ten — a Man might venture to 


give eleven for it but I know his Neceſſity will 


make him ſnap at what I offer, — and then let's fee—. 
Looking on Papers] the Ballance will come to three 
hundred thirty-three Pounds, fifteen Shillings, and 
four Pence I'll make him abate the fifteen and four 
Pence too—Odsbud, I have a great mind to make 

him abate the whole Ballance—it grieves me to think 

he ſhou'd have the handling of ir——No, he'll not 

do't for tis the fingering of the Pence, makes him 

clap up the Bargain—Well, ſince he muſt have it, he 

muſt. Here comes Mr. Imprimis with the Writings— 
Your Servant, Sir, I fee you are punctual. 
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SCENE IL Muck worm and Imprimis. 


Impr. To a Comma, Sir. 

Muck. T love your punctual Men; I always am 
punctual myſelf; there's no doing Buſineſs without 
it — Mr. Imprimis — why, there's your Perſons of 
Quality now, (only one oughr not to ſpeak evil of 
Dignities) they aſſume to themſelves the Name of Men 
of Honour, Puncto Men; upon my word, they don't 
deſerve it, tis only due, and properly belonging to 
us Citizens. 


Impr. 


30 The SpENDP-TRRTPT. 
Inpr. Oh, Sir, your Men of Quality are all Men of 


Honour. 

Muck. Ah, ah, very few, very few——there's no 
depending upon em, I tell you—I, for my own part, 
have been appointed ſeveral times, by ſeveral of em 
(who ſhall be nameleſs) at a fix d time - ſuppoſe the 
Hour Nine in the Morning, punctually. I was there, 
you may be ſure, rather ſooner than later My 
Lord is not ſtirring yet, cries the Porter: a Mon- 

» ſter inſtead of a Man with a Saracen's Head, and 
a Belly as big as a Barrel! 

Impr. A frightful Figure, truly 

Muck. Pray when do you think my Lord will be 
ſtirring? ſays 1—gBetween Eleven and Twelve, 
cries he. 

Impr. The uſual Hour. 

Muck. Sir, would you believe it? I have walk d 
ſometimes, knocking my Heels, not far from St. 


bh James's Square, till the Bell has toll'd in for Evening 
jt Service! 
15 p Impr. Hah, it's very hard indeed ! 

1 Muck. And then may be his Lordſhip's taken very 


ill, has got a violent Pain in his Head, can ſee no 
body to-day, and deſires you'd call again—And thus, 
day after day, have I danc'd after his Lordſhip's 
; Meagrims, for ſome Months together. 

| Impr. Great Men, will be waited upon. 

| Muck. Ay, they will, Sir, indeed—bur let us ſee 
to the Affair in hand Have you examin'd the Title 
5 well? is there no Flaw ? 

# \ Impr. A very clear Title, Sir, upon my Word, and 
1 
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quiet Poſſeſſion, Time out of mind, makes it indiſpu- 
table; if you are ſure his Father's dead. 

Muck. He was drowyn'd in the Indies a great while 
ago. | 
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SCENE III. 
Spend-Thrift, Muckworm, Imprimis. | 


Spend. Come Uncle, Pen and Ink, let's ſee the 
Ballance, 

Muck, There it is, Nephew ; Three Hundred and 
Thirty three Pounds; —— 'tis too much, but 

Spend. But Three Hundred? 

Muck. Why, Lord Sir, there it is! do you think 
I wou'd cheat you? I only ask you, whether you 
think I wou'd cheat you? 

Spend. Think! — but it's too late to think now. 

[ Afide. 

Muck, Nay, but Kinſman,— do but look over 
the Account of Charges in ſuing Mr. Troubleſome for 
a Treſpaſs, and ſeveral other things, which I have 
not reckon d. | 

Spend, It's very well, Sir, it's very well ! 

Muck. A world of Fatigue, I have had, and 
wou'd not have done ſo much, I'll aſſure you, Cou- 
ſin, for any body elle. 

Spend. Come, give me the Money? there! [ /igns] 
ſo farewel Inheritance. Exit. 
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SCENE IV. Imprimis and Muckworm. 


Impr. A clever young Fellow ! *cis pity he ſhou'd 
be thus over-reach'd, [afide.] I wiſh you Joy, Mr. 
Muckworm! a fine Eſtate, upon my Word, and a 
great Pennyworth. | 

Muck. Yes, I can't ſay it's dear. 

Impr. Quite the contrary, extraordinary cheap 
but you know how to buy a Bargain, Mr. Muck- 
worm. 

Muck. Why really, Sir, I do the belt I can to live, 


according to my poor Skill, 


% 


Impr. 
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Impr. You're a notable Man, and won't let a 
good Purchaſe eſcape you. 

Mack. Ha, ha, ha, I labour hard for a lictle, Sir, 
there's but little got by honeſt Induſtry, it's ſuffi- 
cient, if we can get Bread, Sir! theſe Times. 

Impr. The Times are hard; but 'tis ſuch as you 
make em harder. [ Afede. 

Muck. Ay, very hard, we muſt not think to live 
by Idleneſs now-a-days. 

Impr. No, no, Sir. 

Muck. Man was born to Labour. 

Impr. Very true. 

_— And by the Sweat of his Brows to earn his 
F | | 
 Impr. Yes indeed I ſhall doubly earn my Fees, 
if Tam oblig d much longer to liſten to this Cant. 
[ Afide. 
Muck. For if we idle away the Summer of our 
Youth ; ought we not like Drones to ſtarve in the 
Winter ? 

Impr. No doubt. 

Muck. And after all, we muſt die. 

Inpr. Moſt certainly. 

Muck. Tho' you are a young Man—but—— 


SCENE v. 


Muckworms Clerk, who takes him afide aud whiſpers 
during the following Speech by Imprimis. 


What a Curſe is Poverty ! which ( beſides the 
Obligation to labour) obliges a Man to fawn, flat- 
ter and wheedle ſuch a Knave as this ?— Tis not 
ſufficient, that I earn my Money by doing my Bu- 
ſineſs, but I muſt adhere to his Nonſenſe, bow, 
cringe, ſay Yes to his Yes, and No to his No; 
{mile when he ſmiles, and frown when he frowns ; 

ö miſcall 
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miſcall his Knavery, Induſtry ; and his ſtupid Cant, 
Religion. Oh Flattery, thou worſt of Drudgery ! 
But this the World calls the Art of Pleaſing ; and 
he who won't ſubmit to that, or ſomething worſe, 
will find it difficult to live, much more to get an E- 


ſtate. [Muckworm and Clerk come forward. 


Clerk. Here's Mr. Poſtpone's Note too, he ſays his 
Caſh is out of his Hands, and begs you wou'd ſtay 
two or three Days only. 

Muck. *Tis due, and I won't ſtay an Hour Bid 


| Scarecrow arreſt him before he ſleeps. Run quick. 


| Exit Clerk. 
Sir, you'll excuſe me ? [To Imprimis. 
Impr. Oh, dear Sir, Buſineſs muſt be done. 
Muck. But you'll ſtep in and take a Diſh of Cof- 

fee with me? 

Impr. I'll wait upon you, Sir. 
Muck. Sir, pardon me, in my own Houſe. 
Impr. Excuſe, me Sir, after you. [They compliment 


N awkardly. 
3 * 
Muck. Indeed I won't, Sir. ¶Exeunt. 
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SCENE VI. Rubyface, Buckram, 


Ruby. And you ſay, Mr. Buckram, that Spend- 
Thrift owes you above a Hundred Pound. 

Buck. Above a Hundred Pound, Mr.Rubyface, as I'm 
a Sinner; before I ſent home his laſt Birth- Day Suit. 

Ruby. Ay; a Raſcal ! Birth-Day Suits ! what have 
ſuch Puppies to do with Birth-Day Suits ! when 
they can't pay for em? I mult nab him again too, 
I believe. 

Buck. I thought you had got all your Money 


d' other day when you arrefted him. 


Ruby. No, there's between Twenty and Thirty 
Pound behind ſtill; I know no Reaſon I ſhou'd loſe 


it by him, 
F Buck, 
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Buck. He was a conſtant Cuſtomer, formerly, at 
your Houſe, and brought you a preat deal of Com- 
y, there was a Club of *em —He, Captain Hack- 
— Rakeſhame, No-Brains, Dapperwit, Dare- Devil, 


| and ſeveral more ; what's become of 'em all ? 


Ruby. Moſt of em gone to the Devil. 

Buck. They ſpent a great deal of Money—Neigh- 
bour, you got well by em. | 

Ruby. Ay, ay, I've got the laſt, I believe; they 
have hardly any of em a Coat to their Backs now, 
T have forbid em my Hoafe long ſince. | 

Back. I thought I ſaw one of em t'other day, 
Skulking into a Cook's Shop for · Two- penny worth of 
Meat and Broth. 

Ruby. Too good for ſuch Idle Fellows ! It's low] 


Water with him too, I can tell you; be advis'd and 


take him while you may have him ; I'll bring my 
Action too. 

Buck. T have heard him talk of great Expectations 
he had from his Father. 

Ruby. That's all come to nothing; the old Man] 
had his Belly full of Salt-Water, long ago. 

Buck. I think I'll do't then. 

Ruby. The ſooner the better, and I'll employ the 
ſame Officer, Mr. Buctram; hear me but, and T'llf 
give you a Word of Advice worth your hearing : 
You are of too ſoft and tender a Diſpoſition to thrive 
in the World. 

Buck. So I am. 

Ruby. You'll never be worth a Groat. 

Buck, I believe I ſhan't. 

Ruby. You let all theſe young Fellows get in your 
Debt, and run away with your Subſtance, 

Buck, So they do. | 

Ruby. They deſtroy you, they ruin you, and i 
time they'll bring you into a Jail; Iam really con 


cern'd for you, fince you are going to marry mj 


Kinſwoman, and muſt not have you do 
B uk 
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Buck. I am too eaſy, that's certain. 

Ruby. Bleſs me, Neighbour, if I gave Credit for 
Wine and Victuals as you do for Cloth and Making, 
I ſhou'd have all the Tatterdemallion Wou'd- be Cap- 
tains, and drunken idle Raſcals in Town to break- 
faſt, dine and ſup with me ev'ry Day in the Week. 

Buck, Very true. 

Ruby. And what wou'd be the Conſequence— 
Why I'll tell you to be recorded in the Gazette: 
Whereas Edward Rubyface, late of London, Vintner, 
has been a Fool to himſelf, and a Knave to his 
Creditors, c. And then for my Conſolation; thoſe 
who had help'd to devour me, wou'd cry, 'twas 
pity ! I am ſorry for't— he was an honeſt good- 
natur'd Fellow. another Name for a Fool! —All 
this is but va ſmall Matter, towards ſetting a Man 
up again, when once he's down, Neighbour. 

Buck. That's right, Neighbour, you ſeem to know 
the World admirably well. 

Rub). Sir, I ferv'd my Time with Tunbelly Car- 
buncle at the Sun, perhaps one of the prettieſt Vint- 
ners of his Time; he'd ſmell you a Man's Circum- 
ſtances, as ſoon as ever he turn'd the Corner of the 
Street— Fifty Yards at leaſt before he enter'd our 
Houle. 

Buck, Good-lack ! | 

Ruby. If bad, we never had a better Room for him 
than the Kitchen ; where with the Smell of rhe Meat 
and his Half-pint, he might make a tolerable Dinner. 

Buck. Ay, and well off. 

Ruby. Ha, ha, ha! I can never think of it wich- 
out Laughing ; ha, ha ! 

Buck. Ha, ha, ha! pray what is't you laugh at, 
Neighbour ? | 

Ruby. Why, I'll tell yon, ha, ha, ha! I'll tell you: 
when firſt I came Apprentice to Carbuncle; — an ig- 
norant raw Boy, you may be fure—— 

Buck. Yes. 

F 2 Ruby. 
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Ruby. And knowing no better, I happen'd to 
ſhow ſuch a poor good-for-nothing Cuſtomer, into 
-our Club-Room ; for which being heartily kick'd 
by my Maſter; I ſoon learn'd to have as good a 
Noſe as himſelf. 

Buck. Nothing like a good Education, Neighbour, 

Ruby, No, nothing. | 

Buck, Pray did Carbuncle die rich ? 

Ruby. Oh, immenſely 'rich; how ſhou'd it be 
otherwiſe ? 

Buck, Nay, that's true. 

Ruby. He had all the thriving Ways, that a Man 
could have. Pity, he was a Stranger to; and Cha- 
rity, he always ſaid began at home. 

Buck, But there was a Report of his being con- 
cern'd with a Pack of Clippers and Coiners ; they 
were moſt of 'em hang'd, how came he to eſcape? 
* Ruty. Pho, Lord, they were Beggars; and there's 
none but Fools and Beggars hang'd. 

Buck. So they {ay indeed. 

Ruby. I vow to Gad, Mr. Buckram, you ſhan't 
have my Conſent to marry my Niece, if 1 don't find 
you a little ſharper, 

Buck. Ay, Neighbour, but ſhe's ſo ſhy, that ſhe 
won't let me kiſs her Lips, but always turns her 
Cheek as if ſhe ſcorn'd a body. 

Ruby. She's young and baſhful : you muſt bear up 
briskly to her. Here ſhe comes, I'll ſpeak a good 
Word for you. 

Buck, I wiſh you wou'd, for I don't love long 

Wooing, and I mult have ſome body ſoon, 


DCDDDELO ILDIB EDD eee 
SCENE VII. Rubyface, Buckram, and Sally. 


Ruby. Hark you, Sally, you know *tis poſſible 
you may be with Child, and therefore I'd have you 
give way alictle more to this Taylor's Courtſhip: 

| Sally, 


do 
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Sally. He's a Fool, and I can't abide a Fool. 

Ruby, You filly Slut, he's the fitter to make a 
Cuckold of. | 

Sally, Sho, Lord, you are always a teazing a body 
abour him. 

Ruby. Huzzy, do as I bid you, and then I may 
viſit you without Suſpicion ; but if my Wife ſhou'd 
once grow jealous, we ſhall be blown, and you know 
what a Termagant ſhe is. 

Sally, Well, what you pleaſe. But I'll fit you both, 
for Tim the Drawer's my Favourite. [ Aſides 

Ruby. Here, Mr. Buckram | leading her to him] ſhe 
ſays ſhe has no Objection to you, but only makes 
the common Excuſe that ſhe's too young to be mar- 
ried, poor thing; but you muſt uſe her gingerly at 
firſt, that's all— you underſtand me. 

Buck. Yes, yes, but you're a Wag, Mr. Rubyface. 

Ruby. Odsbud, kiſs her there will be a Bed- 
fellow for thee, Boy! 

Buck. If I may be ſo happy, Madam. [ Xi/es her. 

Sally. Oh, Sir. : | 

Ruby. You don't know half her Perfections yet; 
did you ever ſee her dance ? 

Buck. No, never. | T's 

Ruby. Here comes Clever-Legs,, her Maſter, he 
ſhall give her a Twirl. 


SCENE VIII. 


Dancing- Maſter, Rubyface, Buckram, Sally. 
| A Dance here, 


Nuby. What ſay you, Mr. Buckram? does n't ſhe 
foot it nimbly ? 

Buck. Incomparably ! 

Ruby. Well, I'll: be as good as my Word, and 
give her a Brace of Hundreds, as I told you; and 
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ſtand Godfather to the firſt Child; ſhe's a httle coy, 
that's all her Fault, but "twill wear off. 


Buck. One Bortle to bind the Bargain. | 
Ruby. And my little Nimble-Heels ſhall take part. 


[ Exeunt. 
eee SS SR ISSS SS SS SEE CR LES 


SCENE IX. Spend-Thrift ſolus. 


I can't help fancying this Uncle of mine is begin- 
ning to grow honeſt ; for tis the firft time his Money 
ever throve with me Let me ſee | pulling out Bills} of 
three Hundred, I have made about — three Thou- 
ſand—ay, ay, tis pretty well here's a Thouſand 
Child's, about a Thouſand Bank —a Thouſand, my 
Lord owes me [putting his Hand in his Pocket ] and be- 
tween two and three hundred Guineas— by Fove / 
T han't caſt better this half Year—The Difference be- 
tween winning and loſing! — the firft will make a Man 
bound like a Ball—all Life and Spirit—a King—an 
Emperor, and what not in Imagination; but the laſt— 
finks him lower than dark Erehur's Pit-Hole——Death 


itſelf is not half ſo dreadful—A little while ago, my 


Heart was in my Heels—and my Head run upon 
nothing but Halters, Piſtols, and ſuch Stuff — then, 
alas! I was contriving the moſt decent Way to go 
out of the World, and now the genteeleſt Manner of 
living in it—T ſhall certainly ride in my Coach again 
before tis long two or three more ſuch Hits. 


OCDODESICICIOICDBIEDOIEDREEDIL LED 
SCENE X 


Enter a Servant, as from the Groom-Porter's, running, 
and out of breath. 


Serv, Sir, Maſter Spend-Thrift ! 


Spend. What do'ſt want, Jack? 
* T Serv, 
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Serv. Let me fetch breath, Sir. 

Spend. Oh! I forgot to give thee ſomething. 

Serv. Yes, your Honour. 5 

Spend. Poor Jack; I think thee didſt not go with 
me neither. [ Puts his Haud in his Pocket. 

Serv, No, Sir. 

Spend, But here's a Piece for thee. 

Serv, Thank your Honour 

Spend. Do'ſt want any thing farther? 

Serv. Ay, Sir, here's an ugly Story. 

Spend. Hah, what's the matter? 

Serv. The young Fellow that play d ſo deep. — 

Spend. What of him? 0 

Serv. I can't think of his Name he that threw 
at all the Table. 5 

Hend. What, has he hang'd himſelf? ha! 

Serv. No, Sir, but if he don't do it quickly, ack 
Ketch may happen to do it for him. 

Spend. Why ? is he a Highway-man ? 
Serv. They ſay he's Mr. Surly, the Banker's Ap- 
prentice, in Lombard-ſtreet ; and being ſent out with a 
large Sum of Money, inſtead of carrying it where he 
ought, came to our Houle and play d it away 

Spend. With all my heart. . 

Serv. But there's a great many of Child's Notes 
which they have ; | f 

Spend. You Son of a Whore! | 

Serv. What do you «call me Names for ? 

Spend. Is this the News, I gave you the Guinea 


for? you Dog! 


Serv. How can I help it? 

Spend. Are you muttering, Raſcal? | Strikes him. 

Serv. Don't ſtrike me! 

Spend. Go to Heil, you Thief. 

Serv. Win or loſe, poor Servants bear the Blame; 
odd, I have a good mind — [ Grumbling. 

Send. Growling, there ſtill Sirrah? [Exit Servant. 


SCENE 


* 
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" SCENE XI. Spend-Thrift ſolus. 


So, Child's Notes a Thouſand ! but at this rate, 
they won't bring me a thouſand Farthings —now, if 
my Lord ſhou'dn't ſtand faſt for t'other Thouſand, I 
ſhall be finely fobb'd after all. 


Gameſter's Joys are ſhort, our Hopes ſtill gull us, 
But t other Puſh ; Aut Cæſar, aut Nullus. 
[ Exit. 


The End of the Third Af. 


of 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


A Street before Careful's Door. Enter Sam, followed by 
a Woman, with a Child in her Arms. 


2 1 Ook ye, Dame, don't follow me! for it ſig- 


ies nothing. 
Ne. Before Gad, but it ſhall ſignify 
—— ſomething, before ] part with you — huſh- 


a-den—huſh-a-den, poor thing. [ Quieting the Child. 


Sam. I tell you there's no Money. 
Nurſe. Til warrant you, I make ſomebody find ſome 


before I ha' done—Did-um abuſe thee, poor Rogue! 


dids-um ! 

Sam. What, whether he has any or no? 

Nurſe. Don't tell me of no he's nor ſhe's —Dids-um, 
dids- um the poor thing's almoſt ready to break its 


Heart. 
SMS 


292% 232529 £9443 £5 Sore: ee SIEAIITNSIONT) be 


SCENE II. Jenny, Phillis, Nurſe, Sam. 

Jenny. Is not that Sam, talking with the Woman 
with the Child? 

Phill. Yes, Madam. 

Jenny. Let us obſerve em a little. 

Sam. As ſoon as ever he has you may believe me 

Nurſe. What, did you make the filly Slut believe, that 
let you get it Hare done then—ha' done. 

Sam. Pſhaw ! 

Nurſe. 1 ſuppoſe, you kiſod, and coax'd, ond tickl'd, 
and flatter'd, and promis'd |— Marriage at leaſt !— 
a-Jence on yen all. 

Sam. I am not the 

Nurſe. Firſt Man by a Thouſand—1 know what 


you'd ſay well enough. 
Sam, I with you — G Nurſe. 
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Nurſe. No, nor won't be the laſt; I'll be ſworn 
A pack of fooliſh forward Jades! that can't keep their 
Legs cloſe. 

Sam. Prithee Woman | 

Nurſe. But if they were all like me! Egad, they'd 
bind your Noſes to the Grindſtone. | 

Sam. Have you done ? 

Nurſe. The Devil a bit or ſup you ſhou'd have be- 
fore Grace. 

Sam. Shall 1 

Nurſe. And faith, the keeneſt Stomachs of you all 
are ſoon cloy'd after. | | 

Sam. With ſuch Sauce, well we may. 

Nurſe. Don't keep me here all day, but either pay 
me, or take the Child. 

Sam. I am not the Father. | 

Phill. Do you hear that, Madam. LAfide. 

Jenny. Huſh, 

Nurſe. Ay, ay, you'll all ſay as much. I don't care 
who's the Father, you brought it me to nurſe, and 
expect my Money of you. 

Sam. Good Woman 

Nurſe. Good me no goods. 

Sam. Be pacified for to-night, and 

Nurſe. I can't be pacified, nor I won't be pacified. 

[ Bawls as loud as ſhe can. 

Sam. I'll bring you your Money to-morrow. 

Nurſe. To-morrow come never, I ſuppoſe—Huſh- 
a-den, huſh-a-den, don't cry, don't cry ; [Sam ſlips 
away.] What has he left me? oh the Rogue, the Villain! 


c NA c 
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SCENE III. Nurſe, Jenny, Phillis. 


Jenny. Pray, Miſtreſs, whoſe Child is this? 

Nurſe. I dot know whoſe Child it is, not I—=Pm 
ſare cis lad Age we live in — I thank my Stars I 
never knew ſo much Vickedneſs in my Life But the 


World 
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World muſt be at an End ſoon, that's certain! for 
this can never laſt long——By, by, by. 
Jenm. Is it a Boy or a Girl? 

Nurſe. A Boy, Heav'n bleſs it! and as fine a one as 
ever you ſaw in your Life. Do but lock | Turns up the 
Child's Cloathu.] Ay, ay, your By-blows are always got 
with a good Will, Madam; they ſeldom ſpare Stuff i*th* 
making, though they take no care of 'em afterwards. 

Jenny. I iaw you talking to a Man juſt now; whoſe 


does he ſay it is? 
Nurſe. His Maſter's, I think—burt Maſter's or 


| Man's, or both, I don't care, if fo be they wou'd but 


pay me for the Nurſing. 

Jenny. Tis very unnatural of em not to do it. 

Nurſe. Yes, young Woman; tho'f I can't ſay, but 
formerly they provided for it very well; but the De- 
vil's come to em of late, I think, to make me trapes 
after em thus! 

Jenny. There's ſomething, that the Child may not 
want. Gives Money. 

Nurſe. Heav'n bleſs your pretty Face, and ſend you 
ſuch another, Curt hing] and thank you, Madam, a 
thouſand thanks to you, Madam. 

Jenm. Good-by to you. | 

Nurſe. But I ask your Pardon, Madam, I hope you 
won't take it amiſs, Madam, it I ask you a civil 
Queſtion, or ſo. 

Jenny. What wou'd you ? 

Nurſe. I ask Pardon, Madam, — no Offence I hope 
if you are the Mother, Madam, that's all. 

Jenny. Go about your Buſineſs. 

Nurſe. I humbly ask Pardon, Madam, for making 
ſo bold; — but I have known many a fine Gentle- 
woman — before now=—— [Exit, 
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SCENE IV. Jenny, Phillis. 


Jenny. It's a ſad thing! we can't do Acts of Cha- 
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rity and Good-Nature, without being cenſur'd for 
them. | | 
Phill. Indeed, Madam, fo it is, but moſt People 
now-a-days take care not to fall under that laſh. 
Jenny. I don't wonder at it, as the World goes; 
but the ill Return we meet with from ſome, ought 
not to work Us to the Prejudice of others, who 


may ſtand in need of our Help with more Deſert ; 


Jet us not kill a Virtue in our ſelves, for want. of 
Merit in many; but diſcharge our Duty, becauſe it 
is our Duty to do fo. 

Phill. Well, Madam, but this was a lucky Diſ- 
covery, I hope it has cur'd you of your Love. 

Jenny. It muſt be a flight Wound, that admits. of 
ſo eaſy a Cure ! | 

Phill. O Father! a Baſtard at Nurſe, and not 
hate him! Pray Madam, what wou'd he think of 
you in ſuch a Caſe?" 

Jenny. I ſhou'd be unworthy of his Thoughts; or 
think him unworthy of mine. | 

. Phill. O Heavens! but pray, Madam, is it Law or 
Reaſon that makes the Action ſo much worthier in 
him, than it wou'd be in you? 

Jeunj. Oh Girl, there are many Liberties, that 
Cuſtom has made excuſable in young Men, the very 
Ideas of which are faulty in a Maid, whoſe Imagi- 
nation mult be kept unſpotted, and take Alarm at 
the firſt Approach of Impurity, tho' but in Thought. 

Phill. In Thought? | 
Jenny. Ay, like a watchful Centine! upon his Poſt, 
wht without a ſtrict Examination admits of none to 
paſs, on Peril of his Life. | 

Phill. Very fine Doctrine, this! — precious Ty- 
ranny! glorious Uſurpation! — and fo theſe 
Lords and Maſters of ours the Men! wou'd ham- 
per our poor Thoughts! — Egad this is a Free- 
thinking Age, and I will think in ſpight of the beſt 
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I wonder they don't pretend to ſet Bounds to them- 
and give us Rules to ſnore by ! Impudent Creatures ! 
I can't bear their Lording it over us, after this 
Manner! Egad whoever marries me, let him look 
toꝰt. | { 4fide. 

Jenny. If our waking Thoughts are innocent, our 
Dreams, which are but a broken Remembrance of 
thoſe Images, will be ſo too. Bur I think I hear my 
Father's Bell; let us go in. 

Phill. Well, it's a ſad thing to be a Woman, aſter 
all. I wiſh 1 was a Man: [ Exeuat. 


S bee nate ge ip gn pany agen hp gh 
SCENE V. Rubyface and Bayliffs. 


Rub. Has Buckram giv'n you full Iuſtructions? 

1/t Bay. Yes, Sir. 

Rub. Then be ſure, you do your Work effectually! 
d'ye hear. 

2d Bay. Yes, Maſter 3 but they ſay he's a terrible 
Fellow, and has almoſt kill'd young Maſter Tawdry. 
We have an Action againſt him upon that account. 
I don't know how we ſhall do to ſerve it 

Rub. Serve it ? you Milk-Sop Dogs! why 
knock him down ! — down with him firſt, and 
ſerve it/afterwards. 

1% Bay. Ah, ah, but if he ſhou'd tickle one of 
us under the ſhort Ribs, Maſter, how then? — they 
ſay there's no Cure for a Prick in the Guts. 

Rub. Oons, you Cowardly Raſcals, you're enough 
to make a Man mad! Ousbud, I'd go and take 
him my ſelf, but that he knows me. 

2d Bay. Ah, ah! it's an eaſy matter to talk! 

Rub. Come, ſtep into my Houſe, and get drunk 
firſt; and then if he kills one of you, — Why you'll 
know nothing of the matter. 

1ſt Bay. Well ſaid, Maſter |! 

24 Bay. Ay, ay, come along, Jack! he muſt be a 
Coward indeed, that won't fight in his Cups. [ Exeunt. 
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The SpEND-TEHRTIFT. 
SCENE VI. Spend-Thrife ſows. 


Now cou'd I cut any Man's Throat, that dares 
to give me one crooked Word. A Lioneſs robb'd of 
her Whelps, is not half ſo deſperate as a Gameſter 
ſtrip'd of his Money Starve I can't Commit a 
Robbery? — thar's villainous let me not think 
on't— Bow and cringe, to thoſe who have bubbl'd 
me? that's pitiful and mean ! — Oh! that the World 
was at an end! or that the Earth wou'd open and 
Ju how me up! what ſhou'd ſuch Wretches as I do 
above Ground? rhe heavieſt Judgments are too light 
for me! — ”Tis in vain to re-call yeſterday ! to- 
morrow and every _ muſt encreaſe my Miſery— 
it's fit it ſhou'd be ſo, I deſerve it all— like a Dog 
I ought to crawl upon all Four, and never look Man 
in the Face—— the Thoughts of being ſcorn'd and 
deſpis'd ! the Obſervation, and Laughing-Stock of 
every Fool! (who are daily committing the ſame 
Follies, or others as great) makes me ready to 
burſt! —— Ie Miſery, that Youth bring upon 
themſelves! Our headftrong Paſſions, give us no 
leave to cool, no room for Thought till ſurrounded 
with Difficulties, we are plung'd in Deſpair. | Mufing. 


$+$4+pÞ+6ppppip bee 
SCENE VII. A Link-By, Spend-Thrift. 
A Light, Sir, have a Light What's this, a Man 
or a Poſt | — What, ſleep ſtanding, Friend! — Not 
a Word— Til ery if he has got any Feeling | puts 
his Hand in his Pocket] S'blews! here's nothing! I 
believe ſomebody has been here before me. 
Spend. I deſerve it all! 
Link. He begins to wake. Have a Light, Sir? 
Spend. I want no Light. 3 
Boy. That's ſtrange! for you ſeem to be in the dark. 
Spend. Be gone, Varlet! . 
Link. Ay, ay, if you begin to be angry. A Light, 
have a Light ! | Exit Linl- Boy. 
SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. Spend-Thrift ſolus. 

Wherein is this Wretch worſe than me? I call 
him Varlet, and uſe him ill for what? for at- 
tempting to get his Bread ! —— And what Privi- 
lege have I to do this? My Dreſs is better, are 
my Actions bett er? I fear not. He never waſted 
Thirty Thouſand Pounds ; but induſtriouſly makes 
uſe of ſuch Means to ſupport Life, as Providence has 
put in his power——What to do, or where to go 


| [ Mufiag. 
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SCENE IX. Tuo Gentlemen and Spend-Thrift. 


1/t Gent. Who he? As idle a Raſcal as young 
Spend-Thrift. 
2d Gent. Ha, ha, ha— 


Spend. Talking of me ! ſo, —l'm become a Pro- 
verb! [ Afide. 


2d Gent. Nay, I'll ſay that for young Spend-Thrift, 


he has not been idle. 

1ſt Gent. In waſting his Eſtate, you mean. 

Spend. Odſdeath | punning upon me! — the Jeſt 
of every Coxcomb! I can hold no longer-— Hark 
ye! do you know the Man whoſe Character you 
are making ſo free with ? 


1ſt Gent, Miſchief ont, who thought he had been 


ſo near ? 


2d. Gent, He's pretty well known ; better than 
truſted. x 


Spend, Why, Sir, did I ever cheat you, or any 

that belong to you ? | 
_ rt Gent. Sir, I have nothing to ſay to you, nor 

don't think it worth my while, to hold diſcourſe 
with you. 

2d Gent, No, no, no more we don't; let's leave 
him to his Meditation, | 

Spend. Not ſo quick, Gentlemen. 


1ſt Gent. 
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iſt Gent. Why, what wou'd you have ? 

Spend. Good Gentlemen have a little Patience. 

24 Gent. You wou'd not rob us, wou'd you? 

Spend. No ſuch matter. 

1ſt Gent. Nay, how can we tell that. 

Spend. Never fear! there's two of you. 

24 Gent, Ay, and little enough too. 

Spend. I wou'd only give you a Word of Advice 
before you go. 

iſt Gent. Adviſe us! Prithee Fool, adviſe thy ſelf. 

Spend, That you'd learn to pur Bridles on your 
Tongues for the future, or I ſhall bore Holes in 
'em, and do't for you. 

1/t Gent. Has it Joſt all its Money, and grown an- 
gry ? poor thing! But if you have a mind to be 
quarrelſome, there's Law for you, Law, Sir. 

Spend. Law 

24 Gent. Ay, ay, there's Law for ſuch as you, 


Law, Sir! Why ſure you don't imagine any Gentle- 


man that can live eaſy in the World, ſo mad, to 
fighc a Deſperado, that's uncaſy to get out of it. 
Send. Magpies ! 
S Vr er Ger der & Cr d pe Er 
SCENE X. 
Link-boz, Two Gentlemen, and Spend-Thrift. 


Link. What's here, like to be a Scuffle? 
Iſt Gent. Put your ſelf upon a level with us, and 


then we'll talk with you. 


Fend. Rot your Diſtinctions! it only Cowards 


that make em. 
Link. 1 was in hopes to've ſuapt a Hat or a Wig; 


but here's too many Words to come to Blows. { Afide. 


24 Gent. You ſeem more inclin'd to Ear, than 


Fight. there's ſomething to buy a Supper, ha, ha! 
| Throws a Shilling. 


Spend, Inſolent Knaves ! ¶Exeunt. 


I SCENE 
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— 
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SCENE XI. Link-Byy. 


'This Shilling falls to my Share then [Picks it 
PA up, and fings, 


We live by the Waſts and Strays that we find, 
And how the World goes, we never do mind, 
Fortune's a Filt, and to Fools only kind. 


II. 

In blacking of Shoes we ſpend all the Day, 
And Glimming a-Nights, to ſhew you your Way, 
Left the Old Leacher ſhou*d chance for to ſtray, 

III. 
And meet with a Maux, as often we find, 
In a dark Corner, or Alley that's blind ; 
Such Feats, that never cou'd enter your Mind. 


IV. 


To fin in the Dark, you think you're all free, 
But I ſhall diſcover, unleſs you tip me; 
Why ſbou d not poor Glim come in for his Fee ? 


V 


In Weſtminſter-Hall, and at the Exchange, 
Continue your Tricks, ſo you'll let us range, 
To dive in your Pockets, for theres our Grange. 


A Light, have a Light ? [ Exit. 
LIOS0S905 SISOS ISI ISO SIS ISS SOLSLSCS) 


SCENE XII. Rubyface and Baylifs. 
It's ſomewhere hereabouts, in one of theſe Cut- 


Throat Alleys he lodges. 


1ſt Bay. Ay, very like ſo. 
Ruby. The Porter dog'd him thus far, and here he 


loſt him. 


24 Bay. 'The Sign of the Dog's-Head in the Por- 
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ridge Pot! They fell rare Home- brew'd at this 


Houſe, 306 
1/t Bay. The fighting Captains uſe it. Prithee 


Jack, ſtep in and ſee if he isn't among em. 


2d Bay. Can't you ſtep in your ſelf ? 
1/t Bay. Uh, Uh, Chitterling ! J hope you won't 
ſay you ben't afraid another time. 


Ruby. Hah! 
OEDOSESDODEDD LED EDO EDD ICDQEEDIEEDO 


SCENE XIII. Rubyface, Baylifs, Spend-Thrife. 


Ruby. Hiſt, hiſt! here he comes] ſculking home! Now 
my Lads! to him, my Boys! to him, my brave Boys ! 
1ſt Bay. You ſeize his Sword, Jack, and I'll run 
behind him, and trip up his Heels. 
2d Bay. Ah, you great hulking Dog ! you are al- 
ways putting me firſt, ſo you are. 
Ruby. Sbud, to him, I ſay ! what are you about, 
Gentlemen ? now's your 'Time. 
. Spend. Theſe are Bayliffs, I know *em ; and there's 
that Rogue Rubyface, with *em. 
Ruby. Now, now, both together ! 
Spend, Any Buſineſs with me, Gentlemen ? 
1ſt Bay. We wou'd ſpeak a civil Word, or ſo, 
with you, Sir, that's all. 
Spend. I can't talk to you at that diſtance ! come 
a little nearer. [ Clapping his Hand to his Sword. 
2d Bay. You had beſt ſurrender, Sir, you had ſo! 
You know it's a juſt Debt, and we ſhall catch you. 
Spend, If I cou'd but kill one of theſe Vermin, it 
might procure me a Halter, and ſo do the World 
and my ſelf good Service. | | 
1/t Bay. Oh lud, oh lud! a deſperate Wretch, 
1'l] ſtay no longer. 
24 Bay. Nor I. [ Exeunt Bayliffs. 


SCENE 
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SCENE XIV. Rubyface, Spend-Thrift. 


Ruby. Cowards! afraid of a ſingle Man ! why 
Raſcals ! you won't run away and leave me? 

Send. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Rubyface, I'd ſpeak with you. 

Ruby. Ay, ay, and I with you; but there ſhall be 
Iron Bars and Stone Walls between us firſt, [ Exit. 

Spend. Slave 


SCENE XV. Fpend-Thrift, Sam obſerving him. 


Theſe Dogs of the Law, hunt me like a Beaſt of 
Prey; and when they have catch'd me, my Skin 
won't fetch em Four Pence If I thought they'd 
knock out my Brains dire&ly, I'd ſubmit; bur to 
be baited and worried, and rot in a ſtinking Jayl ! 
it's worſe than Death 

Sam. Alas, poor Gentleman ! [ Afide. 

Spend. Ah Sam! My Heart's een broke ! it grieves 
me to ſee thee too. 

Sam. Don't grieve, Sir, you know I was always 
willing to perform what little Offices were in'my 
Power. 

Spend. Alas, I know it; but I owe thee already 
more than I ſhall ever be able to pay. 

Sam. Never fear, Sir. | 

Spend. J have not a Farthing in the World, Sam, 
nor will any Friend look upon me; they all ſhun me 
like the Plague. A Gameſter's efteem'd no better than 
a Highway-Man, Starving is too good for me. 

Sam. It pierces my Soul to ſee him in this Taking, 
[afide.] Good now, chear up, Sir, you drive your ſelf 
to Madneſs. 

Spend, Id is fit it ſhou'd be ſo; Loſs of Senſe, wou'd 
be the greateſt Bleſſing, that cou'd befall me. 


Sam. Be but content, and I'll work for you, Sir, 
H 2 wulle 
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while theſe Hands and Legs will enable me! I ſhall 
think no Labour too hard. 
Spend. Wretch that I am! x 
Sam. He ſtares ! as if there was ſomething deſpe- 
rate in his Thoughts. Bleſs me, I'm afraid to leave 
him. | [ Afide. 
Spend. Dog, why do I live? 
Sam, Come, Sir, be comforted ; they ſay when 


things are at the worſt, they'll mend; beſides, 


I dreamt a good Dream of you. 

Spend. Old Wives Tales! prithee leave me! 

Sam. Indeed, but I won't, come you ſhall hear 
my Dream ; it isn't long Methought you were 
in a miſerable barren Country inviron'd with Dark- 
neſs ; nothing but Rocks and Precipices ! every Step 
you took threaten'd Death ; and poor Sam cloſe at 
your heels? 

Spend. Is it not come to paſs? 


Sam. Ay, Sir, but the beſt is behind till. For 


all on a ſudden, when we were juſt ready to break 
our Necks, the Sun darted thro' the Clouds, and 
whip, in the turn of a Hand! we were in a moſt 
pleaſant Vale in the midſt of your Eſtate 

Spend. That indeed! is in the Clouds now ! 

Sam. Pray go home, Sir, do: it's terrible cold 
here; my Teeth chatter in my Head ! bleſs me, how 
it freezes ! Come, do Sir ; let me perſuade you. 


For little now wou d it avail to blame him, 


But this is the Fruits of Wenching, Drinking, Gaming. 


End of the Fourth Act. 
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ACT V. SCENE TI. 


The Out-part of the Tus - Euter Sam, with a Pick-Ax, 
Shovel and Basket, dreſs'd like a Lahourer, whiſtling. 


re, tis a fine Morning to begin my work 
Wc bs in however; my Maſter's is ſo penitent, poor 
þ Sel Soul, I cannot reproach him for the Heart of 
ID 1e—nay, I can hardly forbear laughing, 
at his deſiring me to get him a Pick-Ax and Shovel, 
poor Creature! that he might go along with me— 
Heav'n help him, for he'd make but a very ſorry La- 
bourer: Ah, ah, [ ſhaking his Head] that young Men 
wou'd but be wiſe before tis too late 


OCDDDEDOBES DDD EDI LD DEED LDN RSY 


| SCENE IL 
Enter Old Spend-Thrift, as from a Journey, 


But who have we here? I ſhou'd know him ha! 
it may be his Ghoſt ;—bur they tay Ghoſts lie a- bed 
o'-days, and walk abroad o'-nighrs— Poor Spirit! it 
may be going home now to take a nap ;for who knows 
how many thouſand Miles it has cravell'd ſince laſt 
Night, twelve o'-clock ?—over Land and Water, Hills 
and Dales—and ten to one, but all this Uneaſineſs in 
his Grave is occaGion'd by his Son's Extravagance—the 
News of which, ſome ill- natur'd, tale-hearing Soul, 
lately departed this World, has carried to the other, 
and now the poor Wretch can't reſt, though at the 
Bottom of the Sea. 

O. Spend. How ftrangely this Town's alter'd ſince I 
left it, what Piles of Building erected within theſe few 
Tears? [ Looking about him. 


Sam, Bleſs me, now it ſtands * faney tis going 


down, 
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down; if it ſnou'd vaniſh in a Flaſh, *twou'd fright 
me out of my Wits. | 

O. Spend. They may talk what they will, but there's 
no Place like one's own Native Country. 

Sam. Ah, poor Soul, it ſighs; well it may. 

O. Spend. I'm quite loſt here. 

Sam. If it wou'd but ſtay, I'd ſay a ſhort Prayer, 
and ſpeak to't. | 

O. Spend. I wiſh I cou'd meet with ſomebody to en- 
quire the Way—1 ſhou'd know that Face. 

Sam. In the Name of- 
O. Spend. Sam! 

Sam. Avaunt, Satan! | 
O. Spend. It is him, and he's frighted at me. 

Sam. O lud! O lud! what ſhall I ſay to'r? 

O. Spend. Why, prithee Man, don't be afraid of me, 
I am alive till. 1 — 5 

Sam. Are you ſure of it? 

O. Spend. Ay, give me thy Hand. 

Sam. My Hand! Trembling. 
O. Spend. Ay, thy Hand. Do'ft not know thy Old 
Maſter Spend-Thrift ? 

Sam. Take Heart, Body and all [ Embrace] ſwim- 
ming in Tears of Joy,—Sir, you muſt pardon the Em- 
braces of your poor dirty Servant; and help to ſup- 
port me, or I ſhall die with Satisfaction. 

O. Spent. Poor Fellow thou haſt made me cry too.— 
Sam, Lord, Sir, they told us a villainous Lye here, 
that you were caſt away, I don't know how long fince 


a murrain take my Memory ! 

O. Spend. So I was; and a very providential Eſcape 
J had, for there was not a Man ſav'd belides. An 
Account of our Shipwreck came toExgland, I ſuppoſe, 
very ſoon after, there being another in Company when 
ve ſtruck; but it was out of their power to help us, 
the Night being very dark; and 'twas a conſiderable 
time before I cou'd meet with a Paſſage to any of our 
Factories. Sam. 


—ſomewherc among the Blacks forget the Place, 


— 
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Sam, Sure you won't go any more, Sir ? 

O. Spend. I believe not; but all Surprize over, you 
muſt tell me a little News. 

Sam. Bleſs my Soul, my Blood's in ſuch a hurry! 
my Heart beats, beats, beats; I don't believe I ſhall 
come to myſelf again this Twelve- month. 

O. Spend. My Son, and Brother Muckworm, how do 
they all? 

Sam. Hi, ho! | 

O. Spend. What, are they dead? ha. 

Sam. No, not dead. 

O. Spend. What then ? at the point of Death! Prithee 
ſpeak our. 

Sam. Not ſo neither, I hope but 

O. Spend. But what? 

Sam. You won't be angry, Sir. 

O. Spend. Indeed, I ſhall, if you keep me much longer 
in Suſpence. | 

Sam. Not with your Son, I hope, for you always 
was a kind Father. 

O. Spend. I hope he has given me no other Cauſe. 

Sam. Cauſe ? [ Sighs again. 
; O. Spend. He has not robb'd or murder'd any body 

ure. 

Sam. No, no, Heay'n forbid! 

O. Spend. Has he betray'd his Truſt — ſpoke his 
Friend fair to his Face, and flander'd him behind his 
Back ; excus'd himſelf from lending him Money in his 
Diſtreſs, by upbraiding him with all his Faults; a 
common Practice to get rid of needy Friends. 

Sam. No ſuch matter. He! he'd give his Backſide 


[Sigbs, 


| my if it were looſe, rather than be guilty of ſuch 


pitiful Actions. 

O. Spend. Has he debauch'd a poor Orphan, whoſe 
Beauty and Virtue were all her Dowry, by promiling 
her Marriage, and as ſoon as the ſimple believing 
Maid, had ſurrender'd him her all—rturn'd her to the 
wide World to ſhifr, and told her, he had taught her 
a Trade? | Sam, 
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Sam. Lord, Sir, if he had promis d Marriage to a 
Negro Wench, Iam ſure he won'd have kept his Word. 
O. Spend. Has he committed Treaſon, and embroil'd 


his Country by Caballing ? 


Sam. So far from it, that he'd open every Vein in 
his Body, for his Majefty King George, or the leaſt of 
the Royal Family. | 

O. Spend. What has he done then? It can be no great 


matter. 


Sam. It's well enough, if you don't think ſo. 

O. Spend. Has he been kick'd, or pull'd by the Noſe, 
and wanting Courage to do himfelf Juftice, been 
poſted for a Coward ? 625410 

Sam. I'd engage he'd take a Bear by the Tooth. 

O. Spend. Come, I ſmell a Rat; Wenehing, Gaming, 
and in a drunken Frolick, it may be, he has broke 
Windows, and beat the Watch; for which he has paid 
ſeverely when he was ſober, (as indeed he ought) and 
by ſome of thoſe Ways has waſted his Subſtance, 

Sam. How right he has hit it at laſt! | 4/de. ] It is the 
very thing, which I was afraid to tell you; for tis but 
an indifferent Office to be the Bearer of ill News, Sir. 

O. Spend. I had rather it had been otherwiſe; but 
when a Man has been a long Journey, upon his return, 
he ought to be prepar'd for the Worſt that may have 
befallen him ; the Beſt can never fail of a Welcome. 

Sam, How equally a wiſe Man bears all things, 
neither.too much exalted by good, nor caſt down by 
bad Fortune 

O. Spend. To ſay truth, I was wild my ſelf when 
I was young. 

Sam. Tis good-natur'd of you to conſider that, Sir; 
for there are few Fathers, that will. | 

O. Spend. But what has been his chief Diverſion ? 

Sam. A merry one,. —-Seven, or Eleven. 

O. Spend. One of the Worſt, indeed. [IWeeps. 

Sam. Nature begins to work with him I ſee, for all 
his Reſolution, [Aide] Really, Sir, he's a fine Gentle- 
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man, if you can but break him of that curſed Itch. 

O. Spend. I hope I ſhall ; but cou'dn't my Brother 
govern him a little ? | 

Sam. They never agreed; for my Maſter Mack- 
worm is but an odd-temper'd Man at beſt; he turn d 
me away ſoon after you went, Sir. 

0. Spend. But how came he to break? I heard ſome- 
thing of his Failing for a Hundred Thouſand Pounds. 

Sam. Ah, ah, there's a Secret in ir, Sir, [Shaking 
his Head:] A breaking is a making to ſome in this City, 

or they'd never do it ſo often. | 
0. Spend. I don't underſtand it. 

Sam. Nor underſtand it; *tis grown ſo univerſal, 
that a Friend of mine has lately reduc'd it to a Me- 
thod, which he intends to publiſh very ſoon for the 
Good of the Publick ; entitled, 4 ſhort Way of growing 
Rich. | 

O. Spend But how is it with Brother Muckworm now ? 

Sam. Bettet to paſs than erer; Yes, yes, honeſtly, 
or not honeſtly got, that's all one—you know People 
will talk upon fork occaſions, Sir. 

O. Spend. And well chey may. | 

Sam. He has bought your Son's Eſtate in Backing- 
hamſhire, and is purchaſing all he can lay his hands oll. 

0. Spend. My Son can't make a Title to it while I 
live. 

Sam. No!—then the old Rogue's bit; and I am glad 
of it with all my Hearr; for he has us'd my young 
Maſter but very fcurvily in troth, Sir. 

O. Spend. Well Sam! we'll fee, and ſet all theſe 
matters to rights again, and then we ſhall know our 
Friends from our Foes. 

Sam. So we ſhall, Maſter. | 

O. Spend. I was glad to land the firſt Port we came 
to, and take Horſe. 

Sam. No doubt. ; 
O. Spend. Thie Ship will be up to- night, if the Wind 
holds fair—with my Effects. | 

wet Sam. 
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Sam. God bleſs my Soul! we ſhall have the Ex- 
change in an uproar—your Friends will pull the Houſe 
down to come at you——and the Ringers break the 
Bell-Ropes. | | l 
O. Spend. Let us go But what do'ſt do with theſe 
things? 4 r IF 

Sam. Things! I believe I ſhall have no farther Oc- 
caſion for em now, and ſo lie there. [Throws em down. 

O. Spend. What Trade do'ſt drive? 

Sam. Trade? ah Maſter, you are come i'th' nick 
of time for us all — but more of this as we go, Sir, 
it you pleaſe, f Exeunt. 


c SCENE III oO 
Young Spend-"Thrift*s Lodging in a very mean obſcure | 


Place. Landlady and Daughter. 


Where are you a going, Huzzy? What have you 
been doing above all this time ? 


Daugh. The Gentleman wants 'Tea for Breakfaſt, 


Mother. | 
Land. Tea! marry come out! he may eat Water- 


Gruel as I do, and be thankful for it. - 5 
Daugh. He has order'd me to fetch it, and brin 


word what's upon the Score. 


Land. Score! He knows that well enough; there's 
Thirteen and a Groat. The poor Woman has been 
here twenty times after him for her Money, and can'c 


get it. You muſt tell him ſhe won't truſt. 


Daugh. Tell him fo yourſelf, I can't abide to tell 


him ſo. 
Land. How dare you anſwer me at that rate? you 
parlous Slut, I'll tear you to pieces. [Pulls and hawls 


Ry 


Daugh. Oh Lud! oh Lud! | | 
Land. What, you are in love with him, I ſuppoſe, 
you Jade! and I expect to ſee your Belly up to your 
Chin, if he ſtays here much longer. Dangh., 
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Daugh. I wonder how you can ſay ſuch a thing of 
a body ? Ching. 

Land. Well, take it for a warning, or I'll flea you 
alive! 

Daugh. He is the modeſteſt, civileſt Man, I ever 
met with in all my Life, that he is 

Land. You lye, you Maux; naſty Slattern! you had 
more need go and mend the Holes in your Stockings, 
than ſtand blubbering here. 

Daugh. So I can. 

Land. Odd, ſpeak a word more, and you ſhall both 
turn out of doors this Moment. Exit Daughter. 
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SCENE IV. 
Sam with a Bundle of Clothes, ſinging. And a Bag of 
Money. 


Old Sir Simon the King, 
And young Sir Simon the Squire, &c. 


What's the matter, Landlady ? out of Sorts ? 
Land. Matter! I don't know what's the matter. 
[ Angrily. 

Sam. Bleſs me, *tis very hot, I ſweat; — Go, go, 
call Squire Send. Tbrift, and tell him, he muſt come 
to me this Minute. 

Land. Squire! marry come out! ſuch Squires indeed! 
Sam. Why, what's the matter? 

Land. Can't pay their Debts, and yet they mult be 
call'd Squire forſooth! 

Sam. What does he owe you? 

Land. There's fifteen Shillings for ſix weeks Lodg- 
ing, and —— 

Sam. There! —— [ Throws down the Money, 

Land, Servant Sir, I vow I ask your Pardon. 
Curt Hing, and excuſing awkardly. 

I 2 Sam, 
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Sam. Go, go, Woman, and leave your Imperti- 
nence, I ſhan't be at leiſure to be out of humour 
this half Lear 

Land. Mercy on me! I wiſh he han't been upon 
the Highway for this. [ Afide, Exit. 
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SCENE V. Sow. 


Sam. Odſo, I han't pull'd off the Day of the 


Month yet—— a Murrain take theſe Pawn-Brokers 
for a pack of unconſcionable Devils; Thirty per Cent. 
Forty per Cent. Fifty per Cent. it is a ſhame, an er- 
rant Shame. Hell muft be their Portion, for 
grinding the Face of the Poor thus. But here comes 
the Man I wanted. 


CE e 3 7272727277777 
SCENE VL 


Sam, Young Spend-'Thrift in a melancholy Poſture, 


Good-morrow to you, good-morrow to you ; de- 
ſpairing, by the Lord Harry! he'd have hang'd him- 
fel before Night, if this had not happen'd [ afide.] 
Prithee hold up thy Head, and bear thy Misfortunes 
like a Man! — He takes no Notice of me (aſide] 
give me thy Hand. 

Y. Spend. The poor good-natur'd Wretch wou'd 
fain divert me, bu. afide.] [Gives his Hand: faintly, 

Sam. Come kiſs me and then prepare your ſelf 
to bear it; for they ſay exceſſive Joy will kill, as 
ſabn as exceſſive Sorrow. 

L Spend. The laſt is my Portion, and deſervedly. 

Sam. And the firſt, tho' undeſervedly, flows in 
upon yon, like a Spring-Tide— I'm ſure it almoſt 
drowned me and therefore once more don't be 


thunder-ſtruck, when I tell you, your Father's alive. 
I. Spend. 
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T. Spend. My Father! | 

Sam. Arrivd this Morning fafe and found, in 
Body and Pocket, Heav'n be prais'd ! 

F. Spend, Certainly the Man dreams ! 

Sam. Dreams! Ay, why my Dream's out. Look 


here He wing the Bag where do you think I ſhou'd 


have this? Who do you think would fend it you:? 
but your Father; and ſuch a Father! — Heav'n 
ſend all better Sons than your Worſhip. 

J. Spend. Ha | prithee, don't diſtract me 

Sam. I ſay, once, twice, thrice, your own natural , 
Father ; the very Man that your Mother faid begor 
you; that ſelf-ſame individual Mortal, in his own 
proper Perſon, is come from the Hdies, as Rich as a 
Yew, Now do you underftand me? I think I fpeak 
plain enough. | 

J. Spend. I'm confounded. | 

Sam. Confounded! Ay, ay, but come, come, 
we han't 'Time to be confounded now. 

Y. Spend. But how did you come to know it? 
Sam. I knew I ſhou'd be maſſacred with Queſtions 
and Anſwers. 

T. Spend, Why I'm in the Dark. 

Sam. So you've been a great while. 

J. Spend. Piſh ! 

Sam. In ſhort, ſince your Father won't chide you, 
F will, for I think 'tis fit ſomebody ſhou'd. 

Y. Spend. What does he fay of me, Sam ? 

Sam. Say! he'll give you as much more to 
throw away, if you'll promiſe not to be long about 
it. [ Bantering. 


Y. Spend. The Man makes me mad. 
Sam. Well, to be plain with you ; I met him juſt 
coming into Town, and a terrible Fright he pur 
me into—— for I thought the Old Man had roſe 
from the Dead. 
J. Spend, Prithee be quick. 


Sem. Nay; tell it your ſelf, if you can do it faſter. 
J. Spend. 
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Y. Spend. Go on, go on. 

Sam. I ſay, at firſt I took it for his Aovarition— 
but let that paſs. Compliments over How does 
my Son, cries he; — Do? ſays I— not dead I hope, 
ſays he; in a very great Concern— At that, I ſoon 
finding the Old Man's blind fide, took Courage, and 
eben cold him flat and plain. 

T. Spend, What? 

Sam. What an ungracious Dog, you have been. 

J. Spend. Undone, undone ! 

Sam. I told him all, i faith 

T. Spend. Why, you didn't ſure! < 

Sam. Every Tittle. | 

I. Spend. My greateſt Foe cou dn t have FR worſe. 

Sam, Your deareſt Friend cou'd not have done 
better. 

Y. Spend, How can that be ? 

Sam. That's a Caſt beyond you, I find. 

T. Spend. Ay, indeed. 

Sam. In ſome caſes, I grant you, twou'd have 
been wrong, but here I thought it beſt to cry out 
Whore firſt ; and you may be ſure, I took care to put 
in a Word now and then, lily, to ſoften the Charge. 

T. Spend. That was well done. 

Sam. Look you, know it he muſt, ſooner, or later; 
and now I have had the handling of him—1 defy 
all the little, tittle-tattling, buſy, goſſiping Inſects 
(with which this Town ſwarms) to hurt you. 

J. Spend. And did you bring him to, at laſt? 

Sam. I wound him round my Finger—Odd, if J 
was your Father l wou'd make you——But yours: 
is a Fool, God bleſs him. 

J. Spend, But, good Boy, how did you get that 
Money out of him ſo ſoon ? 

Sam. There, you'll ſay, I had all my Wits about 
me again. 

T. Spend, Ay. 


Sam. 


Q vs 
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Sam. Your Father, and I walk'd on, and by 
chance met with Mr. Careful. 

Y. Spend, Mr. Careful ! 

Sam. Don't interrupt me ; you muſt go there to 
him as ſoon as you're dreſt—— I was coming 
away with this Meſſage; but here, thinks I, we are 
nonplus'd again. 

Y. Spend. How fo ? 

Sam. Why is that a Dreſs to go out in? — Have 
you any Clothes fit to put on? 

J. Spend. That's true! 

Sam. Upon which I whiſper'd him a little and 
the old Fool tipt me a Hundred directly. 

I. Spend. Sam, let me hug thee to death. 


Sam. No, thank you, as much as if you did; but | 


here, come ſtrip, ſtrip, here's a Shirt too, never 
ſtand, but put it over t'other—— I told Gripe, I 
wou d call for the reſt of the things by and by. 


1 [Dreſſing him. 
. Spend. So ! 


Sam. Faugh, how they ſmell! I believe the Old 
Hag his Wife laid em in Nettles inſtead of Lavender. 

I. Spend. At Mr. Careful's, did you ſay ? 

Sam. Ay, at Mr. Careful's. [ Dreſſing him. 

J. Spend, Did you fee Mrs. Jenny? 

Sam. See her? ay, ay! your Father ask'd for her 
the very Moment he enter'd the Door, crying where's 
my God-Daughter? and before the Words were 
well out of his Mouth, ſhe was about his Neck— 
There was old rejoicing amongſt em. 

J. Spend. Ah Sam“ [ Sighs. 

Sam. What your Heart goes pit-a-pat now, I 
ſuppoſe. 

T. Spend. She's a Girl fit for a Prince. 

Sam. And may have the Misfortune to marry a 
Prodigal. But there, there, tis pretty well, we'll get 
your Wig powder'd at a Shop as we go along So, 
away, away, Exeunt. 
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for then I ſhou'd ſhrewdly ſuſpect his Courage. 


ther, which is not very kind of you; but however 


The SPENDP-THRIFr. 
SCENE VIII The Sm. 


Enter Old Spend-Thrift aud Muckworm, 


0. Spend, Look you, Brother Muckworm, by what 
I can learn, he has done no body any great Harm but 
himſelf, he has chiefly been his own Enemy, 
Muck. 1 wonder at you, Brother, when there's no 
controling of him ; he values no body, cares for no 
body; but kicks and ſpurns at every body. There's 
young Mr. Tawdry, we don't know whether he'll 
live or die. | 5 
O. Spend. I have heard ſomething of that Affair, 
and will endeavour to make it up with his Father. 
Muck. And ſo you'll encourage his fighting and 
bullying. 
0. Spend. I wou'd have him Man enough to defend 
his Honour, but ſhou'd be ſorry to find him a Bully, 


Muck. Honour! Courage! What have Citizens to 
do with Honour or Courage? but you are blind to 


his Faults, I ſee, Brother. 
O. Spend. And you ſeem to magnify them, Bro- 


draw out the Ballance between us, that we may 
ſettle.— The Eleven Thouſand Pounds I femitted 
you, before the News of my being drowfi'd, you 
have not accounted for, I find. 
Muck. Nor ever intended. | Afide. 
O. Spend; I ſhall be at Mr. Careful's all the After- 
noon, [ Exit. 
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SCENE VIII. Muckworm ſolus. 


What Devil waſh'd him up again? — I had ra- 
ther Old Nick had come to Town, than this Bro- 


ther of mine Misfortune on Misfortune, I knew 
there 


nat 
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there cou'd be no Good Luck towards No 
for my Dog dug a great Hole in my Garden laſt 
Night, and kept ſuch a howling, I cou'd not ſleep 
for him——1 don't believe I am long-liv d—A Ra- 
ven dung'd upon my Horſe's Head this Morning as I 
came from Hackzey, and a Weazel croſs'd the Road. 


SCENE IX. Clerk and Muckworm. 


_ Clerk,” Sir, it's juſt now hot upon Change, that 
Mynheer Van Laviſh has fail'd, and your Bills are 
all come back proteſted. 

Muck. Then there's Ten Thouſand Pounds more 
gone what will become of me? I am half of the 
Opinion now, that Honeſty thrives beſt-at leaſt, it's 
moſt enduring; but I have wander'd fo far out of 
the Road, that it's too late in the Day to go back. 

Clerk, The Cuſtom-houſe Officers are come to 
ſearch the Houſe, by a ſpecial Order they ſay, upon 
Captain Smugler's Information. 

Muck. Stop thy Mouth, and lend me thy Hand; 
ſo, lead me to my Bed, lead me, and let me lie down. 

[ Exit groaning. 
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SCENE X. Bayliffs, Rubyface, Buckram. 


1½ Bay. Well, Sir, now we have hous'd him, ſhall 
we do our Office? 

Ruby. No, no, no, no! we have been a little too 
haſty, Neighbour. | 

Buck, Ay, I was not for preſſing the young Man, 
you know. | 

2d Bay. What muſt we do then, Sir? 

Ruby. Go, go, go, about your Buſineſs! Ods my 
Life! I wou'd not have you ſo much as ſeen, — 
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d'ye hear, don't own you had a Writ, if there ſhou'd 
be any Queſtions ask'd, hy 

1/t Bay. No Maſter, 

Rub. Only ſay, I order'd you to fright him a 


little, or ſo. Ruby face and Buckram talk aſide. 


24 Bay. What's to be done now, Jack? 

1/t Bay. The Wind's chang'd. 

2d Bay. Ay, for here's ſome ſtrange Alteration. 
1. Bay. But who muſt pay us, Sir? { To Rubyface. 

Ruby. 1, I, Viipay you; meet me at my Houſe ; 
g0, be gone. 


Both. Oh! Very well, Sir. 


Yes, yes, enough Sir. [ Exeunt Bayliffs. 
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SCENE XI Buckram, Rubyface. 


Buck. But do they ſay it is fo much, Neighbour ? 

Ruby. Ay, and a great deal more, no wo knows 
what he has brought with him. 

Buck. Bleſs me] Odd it's well we did not; for 
now I may come in to make the new Liveries, 
they'll keep a tearing Houſe, I ſuppoſe ? | 

Ruby. Stand by, here comes Mr. Samuel ; let us 
walk on, one fide, and conſider a little how to excuſe 
our ſelves. 


SY ELRLELASBDS n 


SCENE XII. 


Sam, with a Paper in his Hand, in à better Dreſs—- 
follow'd by ſzveral Tradeſmen. 


This is a particular Account of the Houſe 2? 
Build. Yes, Sir. 


Sam. And you ſay is one of the beſt in Hanover- 
Square. | | 
Build. 
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Build. There's none to compare to it; my Lord 
Moregay, has bid above Five Thouſand: but it will 
not go a Farthing under Six ; it's compleatly fitted 
up. | = 
"Rani Well, Sir, I'll tell him what you ſay ; but 
they talk of one in Groſvenor-Square ; however, you 
may call in a Day or two. 

Build. Very well, Sir. [ Exit. 

Upholſt. My Old Mafter Spend-Thrift's a going to 
furniſh a new Houſe, I hear. | 

Sam, Well Friend, and what then ? 

Upholft. I formerly had the Honour to ſerve him 
as Upholſterer. And you know, Sir, upon theſe 
Occaſions, we can afford to be grateful to the 
Steward. | 

Sam. I'll think on't. | 
Upholſt. But it's good to have a Memorandum. 

| [ Gives him Money. 

Sam. Your Buſineſs is done. 

Upholſt. Your Servant, Mafter. 

[ Exit Upholſterer. 

Sam. This Fellow underſtands the World —— 
the Salaries of moſt Places are ſmall ; but the Per- 
quiſites are often conſiderable—— Well Criſpin! [To 

| / the Shoemaker. 

Shoem. Your Servant, Maſter the Family's 
encreas d, I hear, Sir—— You'll want Boots for the 
Footmen, now. | 

Sam. Have you a Bill of what's due to you ? 

Shoem. No, Sir, never mind it ; mine is but a 
ſmall matter, , 

Sam. And yet you dunn d as hard, not long ſince, 
as if it had been a great one. 

Shoem. Ah, ah, God bleſs you, Sir. 

Sam. Oh, Mr. Rubyface, are you there? 

Ruby. He calls {Rubyface and Buckram advance] 
Mr. Samuel give me your Hand I always ſaid 
you were an honeſt Fellow, always 

K 2 Buck, 
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Buck. Your Servant, your Servant, Mr. Samuel! 

Sam. Yours——— Py {ay you are very rich 
Mr. Rubyface. —_ 

Ruby. Ah, ah, Sir. 

Sam. And are going to leave off your Buſineſs. 

Ruby. People will talk. 


Sam. Nay, I don't wonder at it; for you Il loſe 


nothing that's to be had. 
Ruby. And yet ſometimes, do all we can— . 
Sam. If I ben't miſtaken, my Old Maſter Spend- 
Thrift ſet you up. 
Ruby. Yes, Sir, he did lend me ſome Money to 
begin the World. 
Sam, For which, in return you wou'd have thrown 
his Son in a Jay]. [ Takes him by the Noſe. 
Ruby. What do you mean, Sir? 
Sam. Be gone, Knaves; ſend your Bills, Scoun- 
drels, and you ſhall be paid. | Kicks out the Tr ,adeſmen. 


LOTS! C000000G0G000005000C66 6H 
SCENE XIII. Starch, Sam. 


Starch, Sweet Mr. Samuel, they tell me your 
Maſter's going to be married I muſt put in to 
ſerve the Favours. 

Sam. Sweet Mrs. Starch, if I ben't miſtaken, here 
are ſome Tokens ſtill of one that you did me. [ Point- 

ing to his Face, 

Starch. Oh, but you won't bear Malice againſt a 
weak Woman. . ſ&axing. 

Sam. Out Cat! or I'll ſet the Dogs upon you. 

Starch. Was there ever ſuch a Beaſt ? 

Sam. Nay, if you ftand prating ! Halloo Touzer, 
halloo there ! 


Starch, I'll allure you! [ Exit Starch. 


SCENE 


The SEND THRIT T. 69 


SCENE XIV. Sam /ſolus 


Only I am reſolv'd, that nothing ſhall much rum- 

le my Gorget ; or theſe Harpies wou'd make a Man 
wiſh himſelf a Toad, that he might ſpit Poiſon at 
them ! But here come thoſe, who are the Delight of 
all that know *em; if it was not for a few ſuch good 
honeſt Souls as theſe, the World wou'd not be 


worth living in. | ee 
SCENE XV.. 


Old Spend- Thrift, and Careful enter at one Dour 
talking, and a Drummer at the other. 


Drum. Heav'n preſerve my noble Maſter Spend- 


* 


Thrift ! Send him long Life and Happincis; the City- 
Drums and Trumpets, beg leave to welcome him 


home, with a Point of War. | 4 Flouriſh of Drums and 


Trumpets here. 


Sam. Friend, Friend! Here's ſomething to drink; 
but we ben't at leiſure now. [ Gives Money. 


Drum. Heav'n preſerve you, Sir. [ Exit Drummer. 
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SCENE XVI. Careful; 0/4 Spend-Thrift, Sam. 


Care. But I wou'd have you turn the Tables, my 
Friend; and ſuppoſe her to be your Daughter, and 
him to be my Son, 

O. Spend. Very well, I do. 

Care. What wou'd you do in that caſe ? 

O. Spend The ſame, that I have requeſted of you; 
for *ewou'd be moſt unjuſt to ask that of our Neigh- 
bours, which we ſhou'd be unwilling to grant. 


Care. 
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Care. Tis true, but your Reaſon for this Mar- 
me? 1) m2} LL . 
O. Spend. The very ſame that ſome would urge a- 
gainſt itz ev'n, becauſe he has been wild beſore- hand; 
or tis a moſt lamentable thing to be ſo afterwards. 
And the Prodigal refornyd, often makes the better 
Man. bi f 
Care. But can we depend upon his Reformation? 
O. Spend. 1 hope ſo, with the Allowance of a Fa- 
ther's Judgment; for I think he does not want Senſe ; 
and Experience he has bought, which is never too 
dear, 185 we can afford to pay the Purchaſe. 
Sam. But my Maſter had like to have out- bid him- 
ſelf a little. [Afide. 
Care. Well, old Friend and Acquaintance, I can 
deny you nothing——and pray Heav'n it may be for 
their good. 
0. Spend. I don't doubt it. And Brother, I thank 
you, for now we may call fo —— | 
Care. Sam, I'll get you, to bid *em come hither. 
| Exit. Sam. 
O. Spend. And this Affair diſpatch'd, we two ſhall 
have nothing to do but ſay our Prayers, ſmoke our 
Pipes, drink our Bottle, and divert ourſelves with 
telling old Stories. 
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SCENE XVII. 
Old Spend-Thrift, Careful, Dung Spend- Fhrift, Jenny 
1 Phillis, — | i 


O. Spend. Charles, come hither, my Boy. Mr. Care- 
ful has given his conſent for you to call him Father. 
J. Spend, I am exceedingly oblig'd, Sir; but the 


Lady's is wanting, 

Care. Jenny, thy Hand—come, it's an eaſy matter 
to beſtow it, where thy Heart has been long ſince, 
it I miſtake not. p Jenny, 
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Jenm. My Father's Commands were always the 


Meaſure of my Actions. . 
Care. Sir, with this Girl, I give you every thing 
that is moſt dear to me. Joining their Hands. 


Y. Spend. And I accept with the utmoſt Humility, 
being not worthy of the leaſt of cheſe many Bleſſings 
that ſurround me. But, Madam, I muſt learn of you 
to deſerve them, op. | i 

Jenny. Sir, here's an Example ; which, well copied, 
will teach you to merit more. | Curt Hing to Old Spend- 

| Thrift. 

Y. Spend. I have many good ones before me, but 
take which I will, I'm afraid, after I've done my beſt, 
I ſhall fall far ſhort of the Original. 

O. Spend. Leave Complimenting, and think of a Re- 
ward for Sam, who has more than common Deſert: 

J. Spend. Sir, that Fellow is worth his Weight in 
Gold! there's hardly his Equal for Yownright Ho- 
neſty, Integrity and Gratitude, ® * 

O. Spend. Such Servants are rare, and therefore, 
whene'er we, meet with them, we think them worthy 
of our Friendſhip; fog Virtue is of equal Value, 
whether found in the Breaſt of a Prince, or Peaſant. 

Care. Come Daughter, you muſt do ſomething for 
Phillis too; I took her Young, from one of my Te- 
rants, and promis'd to — for her. 

Jenny. Suppoſe Sam and Phillis make a Match? 

Omnes. It will do very well. 

Phill. He's too Old, Madam. 

Sam. Too Old! marry come out, I can have as 
Young as you at any time, don't fright yourſelf. 

Jenny. Come, come, ſhe'll make a very good Wife, 
Sam; your Maſter ſhall give you Three Hundred 
Pound, and Til give her 'T'wo. 

Sam. It my Maſter pleaſes to truſt me with the 

Money, I can diſpoſe of it better. 

2 Spend. For ſhame, Sam, refuſe ſuch a pretty 
ir]; | 
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Sam. Well=whardoyou ſay, ha ? you Wr | 


Leers on her. 
. you procl het tb be Jealous > 


Do you hear, Madam? he for tyin me 

para Meat already. - Y . 5 up 
Jenm. We all engage for her. 

G. Spend. And that you mayn't.be afraid of row. 

1 Charges, I procalle a 200 Pounds at the Birth 


every Child. 2 


- Phill, For which may every Do at your % 
Sam. And Ping Tear, produce la 30 


a .- Ub every Mother Her, unn SAS : 
57 1 find a Father, rr che Henk 


ence. 


4 


* 
b Fg 
©, 
= 
. 
„ 
i. 
- 
5 
* 
* 5 
* 


